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CHAPTER V* 

•' This looks not like a bridal.'* 

Miuih Ado about JVothing, 

Since the days of Selby House and Shirley Manor, novel- 
i:jts have shrunk with dismay from the task of describing the 
imnutisB of those weddings, which three elaborjfte volumes 
have hardly sufficed to bring about. Even the public jour- 
nals of the day can scarcely be bribed to record more than 
the officiation of the very Reverend the Dean, or the right 
Reverend the Bishop ; with a brief notice of some enchant * 
ing villa on the banks of the Thames, to which the bride 
and bridegroom are mysteriously whirled by Newman's iron 
grays. In truth, the present mode of celebrating the holy 
rites of marriage, afibrds small scope to the descriptive 
powers of even the most diffuse amplifier. It is only ia 
France, and even there chiefly in the provinces, that they 
are solemnized by a fortnight's formal reunion of the re- 
spective families. Previous to the Revolution, this public 
exhibition of bridal blushes was an essential branch of eti' 
quette, even among the wicienne noblesse ; and Harriet By- 
ron herself did not encounter a more painful display than 
was destined to the lovely and timid heroine of my tale. 

" And where did you procure your violets, my pretty Va- 
lentina ?" inquired L^on, requiring a kiss of welcome, as he 
drew tlie foster-sister of the young Countess into a recessed 
-window of the hall. 

" In the wood that hangs towards the river, Monsieur le 

Chevalier," replied the peasant, with a low curtsey ; " where 

I have gathered them a thousand times for you and Made- 

* moi-r-Madame la Comtesse, I should say," she added, inteir- 
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2 THE BEI6N OF TERBOS. 

rupting herself. " Ah ! Monsieur Leon» I fear the gay 
corbeiUe de n6c€ which the Count brought her from Paris^ 
will not yield our young lady half the pleasure she used to 
feel when> every morning, I carried her the osier basket by 
your orders — Voyez un peu^ Monsieur, comme eUe est triste 
« pdk — elle qui jadis itoit gate comme un Pierrot^ etfraiche 
comme unejleur. ' ' 

**• Allons^ ma petite Valentine ! discrition je fen prie. 
The rank of your lady requires respect, and you must learn 
to be silent." 

" Well then, Monsieur, to return to the violets, perhaps 
there is some other lady in the chateau, who is as fond of 
them as Mademoiselle Estelle. To-morrow the St. Hubert 
is to be celebrated with the utmost splendour at Rocquigny, 
and the rendezvous de Chasse will bring you near our cot- 
tage ; so that if you will visit my poor mother, and taste 
our laitage, your complaisance, shall be rewaixied with a 
bunch of the freshest flowers from the wood." 

Leon accepted the ofier, when Godfrey approached, and 
playfully interfering, begged him to remember that he had 
long considered little Valentina as his especial vassal, and 
that his Droits de Seigneur must not be invaded. " Besides, 
m^^^ood friend, there is Mademoiselle de Clairville waiting 
for her chevalier to conduct her to the morning's collation." 

" If you will supply my place, Rocquigny," answered 
L^on, quickly, " I will not, in that instance at least, dispute 
your rights. Mademoiselle de Clairville and myself have 
a long perspective of mutual politeness before us ; and I 
would not anticipate the truth of the adage, * Le mari et sa 
femme nefont qu^un; et je m'ennme lorsqueje suis seuV " 

Cold levity ! heartless irony ! how painfully dia Roche- 
more labour to assume their tone of indifference ! — How 
forced were the sallies with which he felt himself compelled 
to divert the lady who was consigned to his powers of amuse- 
ment and gallantry by the watchful vigilance of Madame 
d'Olonne ! 

After the morning repast, the company broke into de- 
*tached groups ; and Madame d'Estrees, taking the arm of 
L^on, led him away from the crowded saloon to enjoy the 
cool air of the park, where the peasants were united to en- 
joy the sports of their holyday. These consisted in the usual 
K>und of rustic games ; — shooting with the cross-bow for 
Mffing prizes \ skittles and bowls : while under the shade 
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THB BSI6N OF TEBBOH. 3 

of an avenue of lime-trees, a band of music gave spirit to 
the old,* and united the groups of dancers under the active 
superintendence of the BaiUi of the village. 

" How very preferable to the formal circle of the dear 
Baroness," murmured Madame d'Estrees, as she leaned upon 
Rochemore's arm in rapt contemplation of the scene. 
** How innocent the vivacity of these rustics — yet how enli- 
vening, after the radotage of the excellent baron!" 

Leon replied not — his thoughts were elsewhere ; but the 
little viscountess, delighted with the side-blows she had 
aimed at the friends of her bosom, proceeded to direct her 
attacks to the rest of the family. Drawing her cachemere 
around her in picturesque folds, she pointed to a cammire 
de mUagCj who was prosing to her heart's content, in the 
centre of a knot of aged crones who were alternately dipping 
into her snuff-box while they received her oracles. — " iSiow, 
pray observe yonder venerable dame ; in spite of her scarlet 
jupon and kersey bodice, she exhibits far more natural 
grace than the Marechale, /whose high breeding has been 
proni till one is sick of the very sound. Apres tout, cheva- 
lier^ puisque vans netes pas de la families on pent avouer 
que cette noce est une affaire assez maussade pour nous 
autresy 

" I cannot lightly value that which, procures me the advan- 
tage of supporting the Vicomtesse d'Edtrees." 

** VoUa qui n'e^t pas mal tourne d voire age. But, seri- 
ously speaking, I have been quite ceiicerned for our little 
friend Uie countess, cold and pricieus^ ^s she is, ever since 
we assisted at the signature of the marriage contract." 

Leon looked inquiringly into the face of his fair dame and 
gossip, and found that she wanted little encouragement to 
proceed. • 

" The situation of Monsieur d'Estrees, as governor of the 
province, rendered his presence desirable here ; otherwise 
I make it a point, Jyionsieur de Rochemore, to keep myself 
above the commerage of the country. Les cancans de pro- 
vince ne sont guhres de mon g&ut. I have heard, however, 
that in the present instance there has been some little diffi- 
culty in bringing the young lady to a due sense of subordi- 
tion. Our dear baroness, and her superior mother, were 
above the common-place mode of education. Estelle's 
mind itflus of too refined a cast to be developed in a convent ! 
Well — truly they have had their reward in the philosophic 
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indifference with which their iUve turned over her icrin to 
their hands, without so much as lifting the lid : — ^and took 
no earthly note of a CorbeiUe where Bertin had exhausted 
her art. MoU qui suis Parisienne^ je n*en at jamah vu 
d*une magnificence mieux dirigee ! 

" Biit the baroness, no doubt, showed herself more dis- 
cerning ?'* 

'♦ J(p le crois Men. She examined the laces and embroi- 
dery with the knowing zeal of a milliner's apprentice, and 
the vulgar wonder of a Jinanciere ; and while the bride 
shuddered and trembled, and grew paler and paler as the 
lega] documents were read and formalized, our dear baroness 
continued to laugh and cry like a child ; and flew from the 
count to Estelle, — from Estelle to the trousseau^ with the 
same frivolous enthusiasm." 

^' Ce finest pas de tout le monde qu^on doit attendre la rai- 
son de Madame d'Estr^es.^^ 

'* Quant a cela^ raisonnable comme une autre; and may I 
never achieve the rationality of our bride, who has not once 
smiled since she assumed her new honours ; — ^no ! not even 
when she danced with her old friend and playmate, the Che- 
valier Leon," continued the loquacious viscountess, fixing 
her malicious little black eyes inquiringly upon Rochemore's 
countenance. 

" Probably not," answered he, returning her gaze with 
easy freedom, and excusing her sarcastic ill-nature in favour 
of the flattering intelligence she had unconsciously im- 
parted ; — " young birds, Madame la Vicomtesse, are apt to 
mope in their early days of encagement." 

Leon was interrupted by the Chevalier de Rocquigny, 
who had just joined the dancers, and had only left his co- 
quettish little partner, Valetitina, to whisper, " When you 
can get rid of that demirsiecle^ Rochemore, go to Clairville. 
He is in the billiard-room with the commandant, and has 
been seeking you." 

" For what purpose ?" 

^* Business, family business, I imagine," replied Gode- 
froi, significantly, and flying back to the dance. 

As soon as Leon could fasten his charge on some idler 
of the party, he followed the directions of the chevalier ; 
not without anxiety respecting the intended conmnmication 
of the Comte de Clairville. Was he abput to speak to him 
of Estelle-— to require t^ cessatton of their intimacy-"H>r had 
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she betrayed his conversation of the preceding evening f 
Before he could satisfy the misdoubtings of his heart, he was 
affectionately accosted by Clairville himself, who, on obser- 
ving him approach the chateau, caqie forward to meet him ; 
and they continued their walk towards a small bowling- 
green, sheltered by one of the numerous garden terraces, 
which by some accident had been screened from the intru- 
sion of the guests. 

" I have brought you hither, my dear Rochemore, that 
we may converse without observation. On a subject of so 
much delicacy. Chevalier, it is painful to know one's self 
under the observation of a crowd." 

" Now," thought Leon, " now is the blow coming, as 
. soon as his cursed prolixity will permit." 

" You have long been aware of my anxiety to see you 
admitted into our family. Chevalier, by your marriage with 
my sister ; which, according to the testamentary dispositions 
.of your late father, has been already legally contracted." 

Leon, who knew that he held under lock and key, a dis- 
pensation from his Holiness to dissolve the ties in question- 
rejoiced that his situation by the side of the count, sheltered 
his confusion from observation during this preamble. 

" You are also aware that my sister's age will only exact 
another year's probation, and that next summer will render 
• my beloved friend as happy as myself." 
t " Curse on his exultation," thought Leon, as he received 
^e pressure which Clairville, in the overflow of his heart, 
tenderly bestowed on Bis arm. " Did he bring me here only 
to remind me that I have the misfortune to be engaged to 
his sister ?" and instigated by angry indignation, he longed 
to complete the insult he was so well prepared to offer, by 
an immediate rejection of the hand of Mademoiselle de 
Clairville. But the consciousness that such a circumstance 
must lead to an immediate rupture, and would consequently 
divide him from the society dearest to his heart, made him 
•silent. 

" You cannot but have observed, Leon, the delicacy of 
my sister's character ; the shrinking modesty of Louise ?*' 

Rochemore could here conscientiously offer a glowing 

tribute to the virtues and charms of Mademoiselle de Claif- 

. ville. The count was delighted. " You will, therefore," 

he continued, ** readily pardon the discrimination which has 

induced her to determine on returning to Clairville, aft^* 

1* 
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to-mcMTow. Under the peculiar existing circumstances* 
she could not with propriety remain under the same roof as 
yourself." 

<< It is to be regretted," observed L6on, <* that you did not 
secure the Baroness and her friends from the loss of Made- 
moiselle de Clairville's society, by expressing her wishes 
on this subject ; I should not have remained so long where 
my presence seems unwelcome." 

*^ You misconceive me altogether, my dear friend ; Louise 
is, in fact, too young to be presented to the society assembled 
here. Her first step into the gay world should be mad^ 
under the sanction of her husband. I merely wished to 
explain, with the deference due to your rights, the reason of 
her absence." 

" Would that your own were as easily secured," thought 
Leon, secretly loathing the ceremonious formality of his 
friend. 

" I trust yoii found Louise improved in person," prosed 
on the Comte de Clairville, w^th self-contented urbanity ^ 
* although she has, perhaps, attained more energy of cte- 
racter, — more decision of mind, than may be altogether 
desirable in a wife." 

"Energy — decision — Louise?" inquired the astonished 
Leon. " The energy of the fawn — the vigour of Uie dove 
—I should imagine." 

"You are greatly mistaken. My sister, imder tl^t 
docility of manner, that constitutional inertness, conceais 
a character of high resolve, of stern principle. She is 
capable, should the chances of her future life require it, of 
forming and maintaining the most severe resolutions." 

" Heaven speed thy blindness !" thought the chevalier : 
** She is even as cold a mixture of earth's mould, — as pas- 
sive an instrument in the hands of the mechanists of society 
as thyaelfJ*^ But he replied not ; for he perceived Madame 
d*01onne entering the Boulingrin from the further end f 
«nd the slight figure on whose arm she rested, could be 
fione other than that of the Countess de Clairville herself. 

Rochemore*s heart fluttered even to faintness ; but there 
was no eluding the meeting, for the count hastened his steps 
towards them, and forgetting his ordinary severity of etiquette 
in the tenderness of a bridegroom, he gave his arm to £s- 
4eUe» leaving the Maif chale to the support of the dievalier. 

<< We hopedi" replied Madame d*01onne, in j^ly to hi^ 
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inquiring looks, << that Estelle would sooner part with her 
headache in the fresh aiir than in that of my chambeiw She 
is better — much better." 

X<eon glanced towards the countess, and perceived that 
her eyes were swollen with weeping ; nor could he but ob^ 
serve that when the count addressed her in tones and terms 
of the most caressing endearment, the tears were again 
ready to burst forth." 

^< He will embrace her before my face," said L6on, in 
the bitterness of his soul, as he turned away to gasp for 
breath. 

^^Quel moment delicieux! quel jour de bonheur! How 
happy we all are — by what sacred bonds united !" sighed 
Clairville, as in walking slowly along the green avenue, he 
pressed the arm of his young wife, and looked for sympathy 
to his friend. " While thus forming one family of peace 
and love, we can mock the heartless enjoyments of the 
world, and sigh for no joys but such as lie within the con- 
tracted sphere of our existence." 

It is probable that Madame d'Olonne wished to repress 
the expansive raptures of her young kinsman, to whom the 
* science of the a propos^^ was one unknown ; for, instead 
of encOtfraging his ecstacies, she gayly answered, " Truly, 
my goad Ernest, of the three great epochs of life, — the 
natal — the bridal — and the burial day,— you are enjoying 
tfak brightest. Of these, tVH> are devoted, by necessity, to 
« refrainment even from good words ;' do not mar the hap- 
piness of the third by a clamorous triumph. Happiness is 
so delicate, so frail a flower, that if you but grasp its stem 
too closely, it loses half its fragrance, — all its bloom. Old 
as I am, I cannot contemplate the happy children who are 
sliding in the sunshine of the world, without recurring to 
the r^ain of the still older song, 

*Glissez mortels — n'appuyez pas!'" 

Lewi thanked her in his soul for drawing towards herself 
the attention of the count ; and the dinner gong fortunately 
sounding, summoned the little party to the house. During 
the whole of that evening, in spite of the music, dancing, 
and p^iUjeuXf which dispersed the rest of the society, the 
young countess remained, seated by the side of Madame 
d*0}omi9» in the m^st of her family : aiid the influence of 
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her dignified sorrow, of her womanly reserve, was sufficiently 
strong, upon the mind of L^on to restrain him from even 
approaching her. But with the feelings that mutually ex* 
isted, this could not last. A crisis was at hand. 



CHAPTER VI. 

" By my faith, 
I joy to tread the good green woods again. 
I never wander through their lone retreats 
And tangled paths, but the warm tide of life 
Rusheth more freely through my veins !" 

Francis L ' 

Who that hath dwelt among the green vineyards and 
spreading forests of Frande, can forget the joyous clamour 
ushering- in the day dawn of the St, Hubert ? 

The sharp but exciting air which invigorates the last days 
of autumn — tjie slight frost sprinkling over the crisp grass, 
but quickly yielding as the clear sun rises on the chiH gray 
sky, — tie yelping of the eager dogs, who read in the activity 
of their keepers, and the untimely stir around them, their 
" note of preparation ;" the neighbouring peasantry rush^^, 
from boy to man, to surround in busy idleness the wo'ods 
and forests in which the sylvan saint is about to be wor- 
shipped ; nay, even tlie promising din that issues from the 
steaming kitchen, (like that whose subterranean music 
arrested the steps of Prince Ricquet,) where hure^ ckevreuil^ 
perdrix aux ckoux, and Uvreau aux olives^ attest the pre- 
ceding success of the chase ; — all these are sights and sounds 
familiar to the provincial inhabitant of France. 
' As the Chevalier de Rochemore girded on the couteau 
w]iich formed the finishing accoutrement of his hunting suit, 
and fastened to his sleeve a golden whistle of antique 
workmanship, he looked down on the court beneath his 
window, to admire the various steeds that stood restless and 
ardent, waiting the arrival of their several masters ; and 
by the impatient tossing of their proud heads, marking their 
eagerness, and exciting the sympathy of the weary grooms 
by whom they were attended. A horn which had been 
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\ blown at intervals to remind the tardy hunters that early 
\ hours are the portion of the sportsman, had served to rouse 
the activity of horse and hound in due proportion. Already 
aU'were eager for the field ; and presently the gray-headed 
huntsman, stately and important, was seen issuing from the 
gateway ; surrounded by a score or twqiof strong-built and 
deep-mouthed boar-hounds, such as now exist only on the 
animated canvass of Snyders. Their natural prey is be- 
coming equally rare in the forests of France; save that 
peculiar breed the sanglier solitaire, for which the woods of 
rRocquigny were formerly celebrated ; and which may be 
found accidentally in the forests of Cressy and Orleans, or 
those of Lorraine and Alsace. 

Two prickers completed the permanent hunting estab- 
lishment of the Baron ; but they were closely followed by 
a group of ill-appointed assistants, in whom L^on could 
not fail to recognise the rabble of the village, invested for 
the occasion by the empty pomp of the Baron de Roc- 
. quigny with his gorgeous livery, and mounted on the refuse 
of his stables : while the niaiserie of their demeanour, and 
their unpractised ignorance of the forms of the field, put all 
the rest to rout and confusion. 

The ladies now came forth ; the yoimg and hardy to 
mount the sleek and graceful animals prepared for them*- 
the less venturous, to lean in affected wonderment on the 
heavy balustrade of the court-yard ; where groups of pea- 
I cocks — the starry and the white intermingled — were seen 
j in gaudy rivalry, glancing their bright necks in the sun- 
1 shine ; dipping into the marble fountain, whose waters 
I trickled unheard amid the general commotion, or raising 
m their startled crests as some veteran hound, the worn-out 
companion of their daily sports, was roused for a moment 
to resume the energy of his race, and lifting his slow length 
from the hot pavement, to bay long and loudly in reply to 
his distant comrades. , 

At length the train hath gone forth ; the pompous baron 

t marshalling the way on his heavy Norman steed ; caracol- 
^ing and passaging at every turn ; and looking alternately 
Jike Marshal Tallard in the Blenheim tapestry, and the 
? ^'rd Pembroke in the frontispiece of his own work. Leon, 
'?!p felt himself debarred from taking his former station at 
^^ bridle-rein of Estelle, followed the gay party but till the 
^'Strance of the forest aflforded a pretext for separation, and 
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then hastily turned towards the loneliest of those thickets, 
which previous habit had rendered familiar to him. As ho 
* rode away, the shout of unrepressed hilarity, the sound of 

Ladies' laughter coming through the air, 

• 
woke on his lips a smile of bitter derision. '^ Laugh on, 
my merry mates all," quoth he, as he galloped along ; 
** laugh on and prosper ! Rochemore will find his time to 
quell your mirth. Yea," continued he, as he shook his* 
raised hand towards them, *' the curse of withered affectiony 
of blasted hopes, shall reach ye still." 

I will not presume to analyze the nature of those thick- 
coming fancies, by which the mind of Leon de Rochemore 
was visited during his solitary ride. The tenor of his 
hitherto blameless existence must lead us to trust that they 
were not of a texture altogether evil ; yet perhaps the fear- 
ful excesses of after life, the horrors into which time and 
national degradation betrayed his maturer years, might be 
remotely traced to the lonely instigations of the forest of 
Rocquigny. 

I cannot bring myself to believe, that the mind of even 
the most brutal malefactor is marked by early corruption. 
Although we are taught to know ourselves " the children 
of wrath and bom in sin," for sin surely none was ever 
marked by nature. The inngcence of childhood, the reck- 
less buoyancy of youthful spirits, must oppose the possibility 
of deliberate wickedness, of " malice aforethought," even 
in those whose crimes may thereafter ensure to them a vio- 
lent and ignominious end. 

None are aM evil ; 

and from examples of common occurrenoe in private life, 
it would seem that the mind of man, the human soul, — is 
susceptible of decadence and corruption at uncertain stages 
of its being, even as the human body is subjected to infir- 
mities and disease. • Many of the most gifted individuals 
are said to have given no sign of their intellectual endow- 
ments during their youth ; and many of the most hein^ 
criminals are known to have been remarkable for the put 
of their early existence. Is it not, therefore, desirably 
believe that the miiid may be visited at different seasons s 
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temptations and suggestions which the strength of its moral 
and religious principles is insufficient to subdue, rather than 
that the germ of sin may be concealed in unsuspected se- 
crecy for years ? 

Probably even those atrocious leaders of the French Re- 
volution, whose names have become accursed among the 
'nations, and are now^' festering in the infamy of years," 
would themselves have shrunk with horror, could the record 
of their future crimes have been unfolded to their eyes, in 
their days of boyish sportfulness. Even they — ^ven Ro- 
bespierre — Marat — Lebon — Carrier — Barere — even those 
quafiers of human blood, who are vulgarly judged as having 
been bom for reprobation, must have passed through their 
season of infantine purity, of youthful innocence ! Mothers 
must have wept over their cradles, — and the smiles of female 
beauty touched their young hearts with enthusiasm. Yet 
the leprosy of the evil times on which they had fallen sooH 
infected their hearts, and the healing hand of faith repelled 
not its progress. 

Do we not, therefore, grossly err in avoiding the society 
of the young ? in undervaluing the importance of those who 
are but stepping over the threshold of the world ? We ex- 
claim " he is so young — his principles are unsettled — he 
knows not of what he is talking ;" or, " she is a mere child, 
it is useless to argue with her." Yet the boy we despise 
may shortly become the founder of unknown systems, — the 
leader of a faction,— ^the ruling spirit of a rising colony, — 
the instigator of the errors of a mighty nation I The girl 
may rule by her ascendancy the most powerful of our law- 
givers, may bring shame, by her weakness, on the most an- 
cient of our houses 1 Despise not the young ; — 'tis by them 
that the world which thy children must inhabit shall be 
swayed ! 

" Something too much,"— ^/ar too much of this ! Yet I 
have been led into the discussion solely as a ground of apo- 
logy for any inconsistency that may be detected in the cha- 
racter of L^on de Rochemore^ I have been willing to 
avoid the .common error of deepening the tints of my por- 
trait till its features become undistinguishable. 
K It was nearly noon on the Fete du St. Hubert^ when the 
inridy holyday suit of Valentina was seen glancing among 
iiiabushes, as she presented her fragrant offering of flowers 
cmie young chevalier. He had Mngered by the river side 
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to wait her coming ; and as they took together the tengled 
path towards her mother's cottage, they were alarmed by 
^outs from various parts of the wood. As they reached the 
road, a pricker of Monsieur de Rocquigny's Chlbsse passed 
them at full gallop, exclaiming, '^Help, for the lady, she is 
killed !" — and was immediately followed by Clairville him- 
self, riding distractedly towards the castle. 

L^on rushed forwards in breathless agitation ; and a few 
hundred yards from the spot, he perceitet^ the inanimate 
form of a female lying on the grass. Another, with her 
back turned towards his approachkig footsteps, was kneel-' 
ing by her side ; and several grooms were holding horses 
in the back-ground. Persuaded that the lifeless body was 
that of Madame de Clairville, Leon dashed himself to the 
earth beside it ; calling on her in terms of expressive ten- 
derness to live and bless him. 

Raising her in his arms, he addressed her as his beloved 
Estelle ; when to his consternation the pallid countenance 
of Mademoiselle de Clairville met his view, and her eyes 
slowly unclosed to gaze upon him. Startled out of all self- 
possession, he instantly let her fall to the earth ; and turn- 
ing rapidly to the kneeling form beside him, he snatched 
the hand of the living Estelle to his lips, and kissed it again 
and again, as he laughed with hysteric agony. Then roused 
to a sense of the madness of his conduct, he once more 
turned to the sujffering Louise ; and having aided the anx- 
ious efforts of the countess for her recovery, he assisted to 
bear her to the cottage of Valentina. 

Mademoiselle de Clairville having been merely stunned 
by a fall from her horse, soon recovered sufficiently to re- 
assure her friends : and begged that she might be left to the 
restoration of perfect repose, until the arrival of the car- 
riage which her brother was seeking at the chateau. 
'* Leave me, Estelle," she whispered ; " I have much, much 
need to compose my thoughts ;" and Madame de Clair- 
ville was unwillingly compelled to quit the humble chamber. 
Valentina and her mother were too busily employed in pre- 
paring restoratives in the interior of the cottage to render 
their observation dangerous ; and Leon, taking from hie < 
iKisom the flowers he had prepared, placed them in the 
sisting hand of the Comtesse de Clairville, as she retre« 
towards the garden door. < 

** Forgive me,*' he whi^ered, " forgive the excesses; 
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icart bewildered by a shock so terrible as that I but now 
experienced. Forgive me, Estelle, for I was visited b^ond 
my powers of endurance. I thought— I Wteu«d— that I 
had rather seen thee in thy grave than in thy bridal gar- 
ments ; yet when I beheld thee taken from us by a violent 
death, I had no power to suppress the agony of my soul.'* 

" 1 would 1 were dead indeed," said the countess in a 
voice broken by tears, " so that I might be spared the de- 
gradation of hearing these professions, — the misery of daily 
beholding thine unchanged affection. Nay — so help me 
God !" she exclaimed, Sirowing her arms upward in reck- 
less anguish, « I wiU rather die than bear about me a 
heart dishonoured by homely duplicity, and torn by thine 
iinforbearing persecution. Go from me, Leon ! it is not 
for thee to breathe by my side ;— it is not for me to listen 
to thy words ! — I bear the name of an honourable husband, 
the soul of an honourable race ; and neither shall be sullied 
by my shame. Go from me, L6on ! — I was not bom to be 
a castaway ; and no past affection can license the cruel 
power which thou seekest to assume over me !" 

" Not so, dearest," replied Rochemore, in a tone of the 
humblest depression ; " I seek for nothing at thy hands save 
compassion. Take these flowers, Estelle. Keep them, not 
as of old, in pledge of a first and unsullied affection ; — not 
now as a token of fearless constancy ; but as a remembrance 
of the sorrow thou hast inflicted, and of the purc^ the 
enduring devotion with which my soul waits «li thy will. 
In what do I infringe on the rights of Clairville, — in what 
do I endanger thy happiness, Estelle ? Nay, my beloved, 
turn not from me-— nor bend thy brow in anger ;-^ mean 
no evil, and therefore I have none to fear." 

Long^ he might have spoken, and longer might the un- 
happy countess have listened to the dangerous soothing of 
his delusive words, when the sound of coming wheels an- 
nounced the approach of Monsieur de Clairville ; and the 
removal of Louise immediately occupied the general at- 
tention. . 

Kochcmore, as he slowly ibilowed the cavalcade which 
bore the young suflerer to the ch&teau, could not but accuse 
himself of savage coldness towards her ; and in remember- 
ing the smile of grateful delight with which she had recc^- 
liised him bending over her in the first moment of returning 
consciousness, he thought with regret on fais estranged f«el- 
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Ingg. He even trusted, that at some future time his heh.f} 
might be schooled to fulfil his early engagements. But fate 
had decreed otherwise. 



CHAPTER VIL 

It is a duty which I owe, 

To thine — to thee — to man — to God I 

To cruBh, to quench, this guilty glow, 
Ere yet the path of crime be trod. 

BrROK. 

Neither Madame d'Olonne nor the Comtesse de Clair- 
ville appeared at the dinner table ; and their absence was na- 
turally attributed to their attendance on the suffering Louise. 
In the brilliant accession of guests ensured by the celebration 
of the St. Hubert, they were scarcely missed at the noisy 
board of the Baron ; — for all were absorbed in their own 
individual interests and vanities. The heroes of the chase 
were busily employed in recounting their miraculous exploits 
of the morning, and in commemorating the unsportsmanlike 
bearing of the absent; while the ladies were seeking to 
exhibit, w)||h apparent unconcern the characteristic costumes 
they had assumed in honour of the high festival of the day. 
Some with crescents on their fair brows, — some witli bugles; 
slung across their shoulders ; — others witli the spotted deer- 
skin wrapped around their delicate figures, — and each and all 
disfiguring, by some misplaced emblem of the chase, Che 
elegance of their usual attire. 

From the gallery of the state dining-room, there pealed a 
clamorous din of cars de ckasscy which rendered all con- 
versation fruitless. But between the pauses of their joyous 
music, some words of a confidential communication between 
the baroness and her friend Madame d'Estr6es, reached the 
car of Leon, who was seated near them, and excited in his 
mind the most painful anxiety. " The depressed state of 
he dear countess's mind," — "dangerous iddt,^^ — "nioc- 
tifying preference of my mother," — *^ early attachment,"— 
were the detached sentences that perplexed hhn, daring he 
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intervals of a dissertation between d'Estr^es and the baroi^ 
on the difference of culture between the vines of the eastern 
and western banks of the Rhine. 

As soon as the party rose from table, I dare not record at 
how early an hour, Rochemore determined on seeking the 
. apartments of the Marechale ; to which, during his frequent 
visits at the chateau, he had never yet been honoured by an 
invitation. The exciTtement of the hurried events of the 
morning, the wine which had recently increased the agitation 
' of his mind, admitted of no pause, no discretion in his move- 
ments ; — but forbidding him to hope for rest, urged him to 
rush upon further tumult and agitation as a respite from 
present suffering. 

He readily foupd his way to the suite of chambers devoted 
to the exclusive use of the Marechale d'Olonne ; and had he 
doubted their identity, one glance upon the venerable ser- 
vants who rose on his entrance into the vestibule, — one look 
around the elegant but unostentatious chamber into which, 
he was ushered, would have assured him that he had not 
mistaken his road. The wearisome length of stair he had 
found himself compelled to ascend, had induced him to 
marvel on his way, that so elevated a story had been selected 
for the domicile of a person of the Mar^chale's advanced 
years. The probability that she v^ished to place herself 
above the continual intrusion of her family, and the tumult 
of the chateau, suggested itself as a motive for the choice ; 
but when Leon stepped from the open windows upon a lofty 
stone balcony, commanding a view over a vast extent of 
varying landscape, upon which the setting sun of autumn 
now streamed in richest splendour ; — when he felt the pure 
air that seemed freshened by the river, the flow of whose 
waters, far below, was unheard in the dizzy height from 
which he gazed ; — ^when he looked upon the mighty expanse 
ef glorious sky which the far horizon^ yielded to his admira- 
tion, he no longer wondered at the selection of an abode whe^e 
<* Heaven's breath smelt so wooingly." 

Lost in contemplation of the scene around, he waited in 
vain for the appearance of the Marechale, who had been 
apprised in an inner chamber of his visit. He grew at 
length impatient, and thought he distinguished the sound of 
suppressed grief, of affectionate solicitation, within ; but as 
h«<*^tood perplexed and irresolute, the door opened, and the 
Wreohalfi entered with her usual sedateness of demeanour. 
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yet with an air of more than conunon severity ; and pointingr 
to a seat at some distance, she jiilaced herself in her owxx 
especial fauteuiL The cold formality she assumed, the un- 
iuviting indifference of her reception, so completely dis- 
qomposed Monsieur de Rochemore, that he could not utter 
a word in excuse for his intrusion. He had expected, he 
had trusted, to find her indignant^ and disposed to remon- 
strance, and tlien l^e might have found an occasion to un-^ 
burthen his heart ; but her ungracious stateliness rendered 
her far more inaccessible. 

At length, satisfied with the confu3ion she had excited, 
she looked up from a new work of which she had been de- 
liberately cutting open the pages, and calmly demanded to 
what she was indebted for the honour of his company ? 

Leon was now irritated beyond endurance, and starting 
up, ho exclaimed, *< To my resolution of being informed, 
Madame la Mareehale, by what misfortune I have forfeited 
all claim to your indulgence, or rather to the common polite- 
ness of society^ From the first ill-starred moment in which 
I became known to your family, you were pleased to mark 
me out for indignity and persecution ; and now, even on art 
occasion of family rejoicing, you cannot sufiiciently command 
your feelings to secure me from fresh insult." 

Madame d^Olonne listened to this boutade with calmness 
^and. a slight expression of surprise, and replied, " Since yoii 
have chosen, Sir, to make this indelicate appeal, and to re- 
quire an explanation from a woman, whose age and position 
should render her respectable in your eyes, — and that too ii> 
the peremptory tone which had been more becoming were 
it addressed to a man, your equals I have no hesitation in 
replying to your questions. From the hour in which you 
enteied tiiis house. Monsieur de Rochemore, I observed you 
with a close and jealous scrutiny ; for the beauty of your 
person, and your showy accomplishments, rendered you, to 
my feelings, a dangerous inmate in the home of my grand- 
child ! I soon remarked, with increasing mistrust, that you 
were a mere worldling, — a scoffer at all things good and 
holy ; and from your utter want of principle, I anticipated 
that which ensued, — your seduction of the affections of 
Estelle,-*ia whom you should have beheld, in sacred trust* 
the future wife of your friend. With even yet more way- 
ward fickleness than I had expected at your hands, you \yj^ 
serted her side in a critical houi;. In that hour,, my caAjj^ 



T^tlB 'Rmais OF 'PEtAo'Us It 

^Is*— liiy prayers prevailed ; £stelle returned to her dutiful 
fiillegiance ; and contracted those honourable engagements 
which were destined to her from her childhood. I was once 
more happy, Monsieur de Rochemore ; I was enjoyingr in 
blessed calm, my child's security from future evil, when, like 
a spirit of mischief, you reappeared among us ! ' 

"Yesl" continued the Mar6chale, her cheek flushing 
with unwonted energy, " you came hither in the wantonness 
of itidlice, to blight those bridal flowers which had begun 
to assume fairness and grace in the sight of Estelle. You . 
pursued her even to persecution ;— and the most sacred day 
of her existence was polluted by your cruel importunities. 
And now. Sir, — even now, you are profiting by your artful 
influence over the mind of a credulous husband, of a con- 
fldkig mother, to keep your unsuspected station by her side; 
and to instil into her pure heart the pestileht principles of 
your own. But," she continued, looking steadfastly upon 
him, " while I breathe, no power — no effi)rt — ^no watchful- 
ness shall be spared to circumvent your designs; — ^while 
I live, Monsieur de Rochemore, your victory is but half 
achieved." 

Leon, whose fury had been gradually enkindled during 
this explanation, now found it impossible to repress his 
feelings. " It is well. Madam," said he, drawing near to 
to the Marechale, and gazing upon her with looks of deep 
and bitter hatred, — his voice lowered to the deadliest pitch 
of intense passion, — his lips pale with suppressed rage, — 
his limbs trembling with inward emotion ; — ^** it is well, thou 
titter, thou polished hypocrite ! It was thy belief of my want 
of principle, thy knowledge of my youthful errors, sayest 
thou, that rendered thee mine enemy ? False — ^false inter- 
pretation! ! — Did not the broad lands of Clairviile,— did not 
the higher honours of his station — did not the vain prompt-* 
ings of thy heartless ambition tempt thee to oppose the 
dawning tenderness of my Estelle ? Yea — it was this— it 
was thy JLread of the paltry clamours of society, thine awe 
of the unterpretation of thy own vainglorious cdieriey that 
urged Ahee to blight the first affections of two innocent 
hearts/and to destroy the hopes of thine unofiending victims^ 
Be itfeo ! the curse of my withered soul be on thy head ! — 
aiMPVy the agony of my heart, I devote thee and thine, — I 
^^faQ this house and household, to execration mi ong!^ t 
It ttm live in muervf and die in ^kmncl" 
a* 

\ 
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As he spoke he raised his cl^iched hand to Heaven, fa 
give Ibrce to his horrible imprecation ; and his venerable 
auditress was awed by the superhuman energy which ap- 
peared to inspire him. The terrible beauty of his knit 
brows and towering figure,^ might have imaged forth tiie 
idea of a fallen son of light blaspheming the Maker whose 
laws he had presumed to outrage ! But ere that hand de- 
scended to smite the swelling heart which urged his angry 
upbraiding, a faint shriek was heard from the inner cham- 
ber^ and before Madame D'Olonne could intercept hi^ 
passage^ Leon had rushed to the conch on which the unhappy 
Countess reclined ; and kneeling by her side, he wept aloud 
on the hand he pressed within his own ; while the Mar6chate 
stood near them in painful dismay. . 

" Listen to me," he cried ; " Estelle, beloved Estelle.^ 
listen to thy fondest, thy firmest friend. These ties, these 
forced and unnatural ties, avail as nothing in the sight of 
Heaven. In them, die heart whose warm affections aie 
Heaven's best gift, was permitted to exercise no choice : 
and by that heart, by those precious affections, I conjure 
thee, my beloved, to renounce thy vain submission to the 
tyranny of others ! These skies, Estelle, are not those whern 
the sun shines brightest ; — there is a world beyond yon sul- 
len seas where we may yet be happy i" 

He spoke, but Madame de Clairville replied not ; — ^she 
siiU lay extended on the couch in cold and inanimate ex- 
haustion. Her hunting-dress of the morning was torn open 
at the throat to admit air ; and her hair, which had burst 
from the ribbon that had confmed her glossy tresses for the 
chase, was lying around her in dishevelled luxuriance. But 
the brow from which.it hung was deathly, and white as the 
purest marble ; and the quivering lips that essayed to speak.* 
only moved in fruitless effort. She was sensible, however- 
to tiie words of L^on ; for the lai'ge tears gathered in her 
eyes as he ^oke, and rolled slowly down her coW cheeks, 

« Now, wo is met" exclaimed Madame d'Olomie, throw- 
feg hersehT into a chair, and wringing her hands, y^ How 
must I have offended against God, to be so sorely visited in 
my age !-^-to b^idd my innocent child thus torn froin my 
heart before my face.— Spare her," said she, 8carce\cotiV 
scious of what she did, and turning with uplifted hai»iM-f5' 
wards the chevalier, "spare her, Lecm de Rochemor3lAh%fc'f 
she is the blesswg of many bosoms^-^he hope— the jJ/ ot 
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many. Oh ! who shall say what glad tears of welcorar 
were shed upon her cradle ?— who can tell what doting 
love watched over her childhood ? All our hearts were hers, 
are hers ! Prosperity has been upon her all the days of her 
young life ; — ^her destiny is even now marked out for future 
honour and happiness ; and oh ! seek not to bring shame 
upon it by the gratification of thy lawlessr will 1 — I am old," 
sho continued, extending her clasped hands towards her 
startled auditor ; ." I am approaching my home of everlasting 
rest, Monsieur de Rochemore, — and I charge thee that thou 
hasten not my departing footsteps. So shall mine uplifted 
voice bless thee in my dying hour — ^and the prayer of a part- 
ing Christian may something avail thee in thy day of retri- 
bution I" 

Leon was deeply impressed by this unguarded emotion in 
one who had never before given him occasion to note the 
slightest trace of human weakness ; he was about, however?^ 
to reply, when the countess, who had been gathering strength 
during her grandmother's affecting appeal, raised herself 
upon the couch, and extended her arms afiectionately towards 
the Marechale : " Do you so little know me, best and kind* 
est friend," said she, " as to dread my weakness in this exi- 
gence ? Fear not for me, — nor cease, I pray you, to regard 
me witli love and confidence. If I have been hitherto mis- 
led by a dangerous predilection in favour of this man, the 
events of to-day will have restored me to myself. I own 
that I have looked upon him with interest, — ^with tlie ten- 
derest compassion ; for I knew that bis misplaced affection 
bad alone brought him back to my feet. But that compas- 
sion, that interest was excited by confidence in his gene^- 
rosity, his delicacy of feeling, his disinterested forbearance f 
— and how has he justified my partial estimation of his cha- 
racter ? His importunate declarations have deeply wounded 
a heart he might have learned to spare ; his bold assiduities 
have compromised my character, and endangered the peace 
of his friend, my husband. And thou, my kind, my respected 
monitress," she exclaimed, folding Madame d'Olonne to her 
heart, " how basely has he presumed to vilify and revile 
thee." 

She rose as she uttered these last words, and gently, yet 
firmly, confronted her agitated lover. <' If I have spoken 
harshly^ Rochemore, forgive me ! for as Heaven shall judge 
ne ereafter, these are ihe last words that shall pass between^ 
^f^: and I would that we might part in peace. Fare thee 
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Well, Leon ; — ^by the love thou hast borne me, by the me- 
mory of thy mother, — I charge thee to leave this place. — 
Say, art thou willing tot obey me ?" 

The chevalier, struck by the calm decision of her manner, 
,ind satisfied by his knowledge of her character, of her per- 
fect sincerity, turned towards the window to conceal hifo' 
emotion in assuring her that her will should be his law. 

•* It is well — it is kindly determined," she replied, lean- 
ing heavily on the arm of Madame d'Olonne ; " so shall wo 
both be spared from evil to come. Farewell, then," — said 
the countess, placing her trembling hand in that of Leon. 
•* In some future hour I shall trust to find in thee a firm and 
^sured friend : — till then, all peace be with thee." 

The Chevalier de Rochemore had ridden many miles from 
the Chateau de Rocquigny, before he could sufficiently re- 
cover to believe in the reality of his dream. But when he 
became restored to the sober certainty of existence, he felt 
that all was past, all absolutely ended ; that no return, no 
renewed importunities would replace him in the affections 
of Madame de Clairville. Her reproaches had sunk deeply 
into his mind ; — he suffered, as it was fitting he diould 
sufter, long and bitterly. But even with this last blow his 
?>ffli»tions were not destined to end ; and his future morti- 
fications were appointed to spring from a source that he* 
ftad hitherto little apprehended. 



CHAPTER Vm." 

When every tongue thy follies name^, 

I fled the unwelcome story, 
Or found, in e'en the faults they blaixxed^. 

Some gleams of future glory I 
1 still was true, when nearer friends 

Conspired to wrong, to slight thee ; 
^rhe heart that now thy falsehood rends, 

Would then have bled to right thee I 
But go— deceiver ! go^ 

Some day, perhaps thou'lt waken 
Fxom pleasure's dream, to know 

The grief of hearts forsaken I 

Up vras Some weeks after the return of the Chevalier a{Jj^ 
^Sochemore to Paris, that a letter was placed in his faafy i^.^ 
>ib«criM io fau* wi feminine writii^irWfaicli for n y V 
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meant he trusted mi^t prove that of the Comtesse do ClaiiT' 
V ille ; but the signature of Louise soon undeceived his ^- 
pectations. It ran as follows : — 

<< You will be surprised to receive a letter from one who 
iias hitherto forborne^ from motives of delicacy, to addres?^ 
her afHanced bridegroom ; and still more so, when I assure 
you that this^r^t will be the lust that shall ever pass between 
us. Before you receive it, I shall be already an aco^ed 
daughter of the holiest of Fathers ; and I trust to your 
delicacy and honest feeling to expose no obstacle to my 
vocation. 

^< I was brought up, as you well know, from my childhood 
with the certainty of becoming your wife ; I was taught to 
admire and to love you. I d^ admire, — 'I did most truly 
love you ; for there can be no longer shame in making this 
confession, since the veil of the sanctuary has fallen between 
us. I learned betimes to place my pride in your well-doing ; 
and the voice of general approval sanctified the earnest con* 
iidence of my heart* When w# met, I observed that you 
still regarded me as a mere child ; and by this I was no- 
thing grieved ; for would it have served me that you should 
be aware how fondly that child cherished the sentiments of 
a woman? 

* I was even happy in your absence ; for the talents I was 
called upon to cultivate, would, I knew, be hereafter devoted 
to your amusement ; I Was happy, how happy ! in your pre* 
scnce ; for the slightest notice you vouchsafed, appeared 
too rich a reward for one so lowly, — so unattractive as my- 
self I — But all these feelings. Chevalier, have latterly been 
changed to very bittemesa ; with the jealousy of true affec- 
tion, I was the first to detect the nature of your sentiments; 
for Estelle de Rocquigny. Yet long and fervently I trusted 
that better feelings would arise, and urge you to subdue an 
involuntary passion ; and your absence suddenly appeared 
to confirm my hopes. While all beside were grieving for 
3'our return, I alone, Monsieur de Rochemore^ exulted in 
secret pride over the honourable prudence of your flight. 

" How grievously did my heart misgive me on your un- 
expected return ! They told me — ^blind flatterers ! that it 
was for me you Were come ; but I witnessed your meeting 
with the bride, and my heart was cruelly undeceived. Sti^ 
— still I fondly and vainly believed that all this evil wa$ 
about to end ; when your indiffer^ce towards myself, ex« 



^ TH£ B£ION OF TStaOB. 

pressed wiUi such unmanly cruelty on the occasion of my 
accident in the forest, swept from my heart every trace of 
gentler feelings in your favour. F»om that hour have I 
been bent on dissolving the ties between us, without com* 
promising the reputation of my dear and innocent sister ; 
and so surely have I taken my measures, that I have nothii^ 
further to fear, save from your angry tenacity of rights which 
I truly believe to be as hateful to you as to myself. 

" You will tell me, perhaps, that there are other alterna- 
tives than a cloister, or a marriage with one to whom I am 
T>ecome loathsome as a pestilence, but it is not for you to 
$peak of this ; for I feel that I was destined from my infancy 
to be yours only, — and the bride of none other will I bia. 
Such a change would be pollution ! 

^* Farewell, then, Roch^nore ! Be generous, and pursue 
me not ; but rather turn your thoughts to the extirpation of 
those evil passions which have lately obtained the mastery 
Qf your heart. Farewell, and for ever. 

* Louis£ Ds Claibvillb/* 

On a first perusal of Mademoiselle de Clairville^s extras 
ordinary communication, tlie Chevalier de Rochemore waa 
inclined to refer it to the mere suggestions of girlish pique. 
But letters from several .branches of the Clairville family 
shortly followed that of Louise, announcing her retirement 
into a convent ; and advising him, on account of the publi- 
city that she had voluntarily drawn upon her proceedings, 
to refrain from all violent measures for her recovery. From 
her brother he received a more detailed account of her in- 
tentions, which the Comte de Clairville hesitated not to 
attribute to her distaste for the union to which she was 
destined. He even glanced at the possibility that some 
.<jight or ungracious bearing on the part of the Chevalier de 
Rochemore might have prompted her rash and unceunselled 
measures ; and ended by seriouf ly adjuring him to oppose 
vo obstacle to her wishes, should any thing have recently 
occurred to lessen his inclination for the marriage. 

Leon, although deeply mortified that thp rejection he had 
^ long meditated should be thrown up<Hi himself, replied 
Ihat he was perfectly contented to acquiesce in Mademoi- 
iselle de Clairville's measures ; and to satisfy her that she 
Itad nothing to fear from molestation on his part, he enck>se4 
a legal renunciation of his rights. He concluded by heg^ 
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ging to be spared all further communication on the subject, 
as he was on the point of sailing for America ; and in this de- 
claration he was sincere, for a few days afterward, a merchant 
vessel from Havre de Grace bore him to the United States, 

Shortly after his departure the young sister of the Comte 
de Clairville confirmed her intentions by taking the veil ; 
notwithstanding the earnest entreaties of Estelle, who would 
have persuaded her to dwell with her brother in sisterly 
companionship ; and the still warmer solicitations of the 
Rocquignys, who implored her to strengthen their family 
connexion by a marriage 'vnth Godefroi. But althoujgh she 
Was well aware of the admiration with which he had long 
regarded her, she firmly declined every overture of alliance, 
and terminated all discussion on the subject -by hastily pro- 
nouncing her vows. 

This event so warmly interested the feelings of Estelle 
and her friends, that tbe mysterious departure of the Cheva- 
lier de Rochemore passed as of secondary note ; and in the 
busy occupations, and sincere devotion of a wife, thp Com- 
tesse de Clairville found no effort requisite to obliterate the 
f emembrance of past feelings. If any thought of her early 
weakness passed for a moment through her heart, it only 
Urged her to turn with redoubled zeal to the assiduous per- 
formance of her duties ; and to increase her affectionate 
cares for the aged relative by whose indulgent counsels she 
had been enlightened. It was her wish, as well as that of 
the Comte de Clairville, to pass the greater part of her time 
on his own estates ; and his appointment to the governor- 
Ship of the province, upon the decease of Monsieur d'Es* 
trees, confirmed this judicious determination. In the cheer- 
ful retirement of a beloved home, she found leisure to 
mature those talents which had been abused by a neglect- 
ed education ; and at length she was happy in adding to 
her occupations the endearing task of watching over the 
infancy of a son. Thus rich in the gifts of earthly pros- 
perity, — thus contented, — thus loving and beloved, — how 
little did Estelle de Clairville anticipate the accumulated 
horrora which were destined to fulfil the curse that had 
been poured upon her head ! 

In the course of a few years, the death of the Baroness de 
Itocquigny and the imbecile conduct of her widowed son- 
in-law, rendered the chateau an unsatisfactorv «bo'!'*/*r '• 
aged Marechale, whose calm dispopi*' . -f»^ estanatoon of 
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habits had prolonged her s^>an of life beyond that of her 
dissipated and intemperate daughter ; and resisting the anx- 
ious claims of Estelle, she settled herself in a suite of apart- 
ments appertaining to the convent of St; Antoine, at Paris. 
There, surrounded by a chosen society formed of the rem- 
nant of her youth's companions^ and of the most distinguished 
literary characters of the day» the old lady dreamed away 
the sobar winter of her years ; — chappy in the esteem of all 
around her — happy in the well-^loing and respectability of 
her grandchildren ; — «nd only uneasy in the public disturb- 
ances which now began to agitate tlie kingdom of France ; 
and which led her to apprehend that she might live to repine 
Ht the length of days assigned to her by Providence. 



CHAPTER IX. 

It might some wonder move' 
How these together could have talked of love. 

Cjiabbe. 

I2« passing abruptly to a more distant period of the his- 
tory of the Comtesse de Clairville, I am willing to omit 
those uneventful records of a peaceful domestic life which , 
although perhaps they offer the direst ensample of human 
happiness, are sufficiently wearisome in the recital. I shall 
therefore say nothing of the ten years succeeding the stormy 
opoch of her marriage, except that they passed but too 
rapidly over her head ; and the reader is requested, without 
the aid of mandragora, « to dream away that lapse of tune." 
Of the Chevalier de Rochemore, during the same period, 
little was kpown among his friends in Europe, except tint 
on the conclusion of the war in which he had served witli 
distinction under the banners of La Fayette, he had become 
a prosperous settler in Louisiana, and was apparently ab- 
f^orbed by the interests of a gigantic agricultural sch^e in 
which he had embarked his fortunes. It was understood 
that he was regarded with respect and consideration among 
Ibose whom he had adopted as countrymen ; and that no 
jYLX«r^ attachments or early prejudices appeared at any 
a legal rtii««,.w ^^^ ^^ the iid of h^ anchors. 
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It]BBoaicely,lioweTer,tobeifliagiiied9 that theimpoftttt 
events which hegBLitf about tiik period, to attach the eyes 
both of the Old s^ New Worid,upon the political proeeed- 
logs o£ France, could fail to interest the feelings of one 
wbo had been nurtured in her bosom,— who had eaten of 
her bread, and drunk of her cup ; and it was probably a 
secret concern for the destinies of his native countiy, which 
induced Monsieur de Rochemore to place his affairs in the 
hands of an efficient agent, and proceed to Europe, a few 
months previous to the assembling of the States General. 
The ostensible motive, however, which called him to France, 
was the death of his maternal uncle, the Comte de M6ran- 
g^res ; to whose title and estates he had succeeded by right 
of inheritance, and the arrangement of whose affairs re- 
quired his immediate superintendence. 

On the arrival of the new count in Paris, one of his ear- 
liest inquiries regarded the Glairville family ;^ with whom, 
since the rupture of his marriage, he had entertained no 
communication. The intelligence he now received of the 
obscure monotony of their provincial existence, and of the 
I'etirement of the Marechale d'Olonne, produced a smile of 
contempt upon features which, in acquiring the stern and 
reflective character of maturity, had gained an expressicm of 
haughty disdain, equally austere and malignant. ^' Poor 
Estelle," he murmured, " poor feeble puppet! — thou to be 
made a mere homely, household drudge ! such, such was 
not the lofty destiny I had marked out for thee !— -And the 
courtly old sycophant has drivelled into the established 
dotage of her caste^ and vibrates between approving herself 
a decoie or a precieuse ! — Well — well — no matter : Satan 
will find his prey under any mask." 

By some unfortunate accident, or rather through the con* 
nexions induced by similarity of views and feelings. Mon- 
sieur de Merangeres, on his reappearance in Paris, be* 
came a frequent guest at the Palais Royal ; and after an 
intimacy of some months' duration, he was invited to ac- 
company the Due d'Orleans on a tour of pleasure through 
Great Britain. It is easy to conceive that the tendency of 
his Royal Highnesses precepts and example, which have 
3ince acquired a fatal notoriety, served neither to soften the 
feelings nor subdue the rising ambition of the count. The 
great command of funds afforded him by his recent sncces- 
^ion, rendered him a valuable proselyte in the estanation of 
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the Orleans party ; and accordingly neither pains nor adu-r 
lation were spared to win him to tiieir standard. 

It is not my intention to enter here into any details of the 
progress or character of the French Revolution. The sub* 
ject has been too fully discussed in various recent works, to 
retain any promise of novelty. Yet although I may now 
venture to revert to the period in question, as having be- 
come one of exhausted interest, it is scarcely credible that 
the march of events which led to this most awful crisis of mo- 
dem times, should have been passed over with the apathy and 
Unconcern with which they were at the time regarded by the 
French nation. Even while the tempest was gathering 
over their heads, even after the first dr^ bolts of destruc- 
tion had fallen among them, the people of Paris abated 
little of their frivolous levity. 

The immediate followers of the court were induced, it is 
true, to suspend for a season the luxurious dissipation by 
which they had pampered the taste of the unfortunate Marie 
Antoinette ; but throughout the kingdom, and even in 
Paris itself, feasting and riotous merriment, — and marrying 
and giving in marriage, proceeded without interruptioB ; 
ay ! — even while the axe of the executioner was thirsting for 
the blood of the thoughtless actors of the drama. . 

Soon after the return of the Comte de Merangeres from 
England, he chanced to be an invited guest at a splendid 
fete given by Monsieur de Montenay, the son of the cele- 
hrdiedfermier-'generdlj at a chateau he had recently purchased 
in the Valine de Montmorency. Late in the evening, the 
count entered a magnificent gallery leading to the great 
saloon, where the principal part of the company was en- 
gaged with the representation of a piece de occasionf com- 
posed by Marmontel himself; who was at that moment 
Vef^ant gdie de la caur et de hi eUle. 

Unwilling to disturb his fair hostess by entering at so 
unseasonable a moment, he lounged negligently along the 
gallery, on the arm of the Due de Brissac, listening to his 
enthusiastic encomiums of somene w|irov£r&e of Carmontelle 
^' qmfaismtfartur;^* and mingling at times in the conver- 
sation of the brilliant groups of guests who loitered in the 
gallery, in order to avoid the necessity of forced attention to 
an indifferent vaudeville, worse. than indifferently performed. 

<< Who is that lovely creature in ihe ponceau tunic, seat- 
ed near the door ?" inquired one of those who had ventured 
near- the entry of the saloon. 
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** Any thing new ?'* asked the Due de Brissac. 

" Quite new," replied another of the idlers ; " a fair pro- 
mnciale^ I understand ; but certainly free from the niaiserie 
of her calling." 

•* By Heavens !" exclaimed the Chevalier de Boufflorar, 
** she is the breathing divinity of Raphael's canvass ; — the 
triumphant Galatea of Rome herself!" 

"Indeed!" replied MerangiSreg, diverted by his vehe- 
mence ; " and how may so classical a fair one be named in 
modem times ?" 

*'Oh ! ^'tis the wife of some Seigneur Ckdtelain^ who has 
been hunted from his strong hold' in the C^vennes by the 
miquiet spirit of his vassals. — The canaille have been pleas- 
ed to illuminate his dreary winter evenings by the bonfires 
of a chateau or two in his neighbourhood ; so he has wisely 
brought his fair phoenix to be consumed on a less barba- 
rous pile ! — Clermont — Clairville — yes, the Comte de Clair^ 
ville." . 

Merang^res felt the blood rush to his temples at the 
sound ; and a deathly sickness overcame him for a moment. 
As soon as he could escape from his lively companions, he 
hastily left the gallery, and descending a flight of marble 
steps, found himself alone in the enchanting gardens of 
Montenay, — already fragrant with the first burst of spring. 

" This weakness is degrading — is contemptible indeed," 
exclaimed he, as he strove to regain his ordinary mastery 
over his feelings. " Hate I dwelt an exile in a distant 
country, — have I involved my mind in all the factitious in- 
terests of avarice and ambition, — ^have I schooled my soul 
in the most abstract contemplations of philosophy, to be 
Uins overset at the mere sound of her name ? — Important 
interests are stirring around me, — the energies of a mighty 
nation are wakening. from their fatal inaction, — the destiny 
of the great and proud is fashioning in awful mystery be- 
neath their unconscious observation ; — and shall I yield the 
command of my feelings, at €uch a moment, to a poor weak 
woman ? — Fie on me ! for truly I am unworthy the high 
calling which is set before me." 

After some time spent in musing among the flowery 
tretUagea and fragrant bosquets of the gardens, Merangdres 
approached to re-enter the house. By the glaring light of 
the illumination within, he could perfectly discern the inte- 
rior of the lower range of apartments, without being him- 



^ THX BBZ6N OF TSBBOB. 

self distinguished by those who were the objects of bis ob- 
servation ; and in returning towards the great entrance, he 
wa3 induced to pause near the shaded windows of a splendid 
boudoir.— 

All that sense or eye delight 

Seem gathered in Uiat gorgeous room ; 

but it was not the eastern elegance of its hangings which 
arrested the steps of the count. He stood to contemplate 
the graceful proporticms of a female form^upon which ihe 
eyes of all present were admiringly fixed. She was seated 
on an ottoman, by the side of the dignified Madame de Mi** 
repoix ; and the Comtesse Amelie de Boufflers, fair as the 
lily's whiteness, was indolently reclining by her side. The 
Chevalier was leaning over the rival beauties, and exerting 
all his conversational powers for their entertainment ; while. 
a group of fashionable admirers near them seconded the 
ef^rts of his wit and gaUantry. As the idol of the circle* 
who was habited in a sumptuous oriental costume, turned 
her head to enjoy the freshness of the open window, she 
discovered, to the astonished gaze of Monsieur de Meran* 
geres, a beautiful and radiant resemblance of the features of 
his beloved Estelle ! ^ 

But could it be (I)e> indeed ? — Could the girlish fragility, 
the almost infantine^ delicacy of the young countess's person 
have expanded into this glow of luxuriant loveliness ?-rr 
Could she have acquired, in her sober retirement, this super- 
human intelligence of brow, — this graceful dignity of de- 
meanour ? He was determined to resolve his doubts ; and 
entering the boudoir, he whispered a reque^^t to the Due de 
Lauzun that he might be presented to << the Cynthia of the 
minute ; "-^bowing with deep and unaffected gallantry as 
the duke immediately named him to the lovely stranger, as 
the Canite de M&rangerea, For some minutes the countess^ 
in pursuing the previous strain of conversation, and unex- 
cited by the sound of a name unknown to her, yielded no 
especial notice to the new arrival ; but her attention was 
soon drawn towards him by a striking illustration of her 
own opinion, uttered in the deep low tone which, although 
long unheard, could not fail to reach her heart. She gazed 
inquiringly upcni his face ; and half-rising from her seatjt 
^ whispered in breathless enu>tion, *' 1dm l-^Rochemt^ f 
€9t<^ Ken id qffeje reamnoieP^ 
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The matual agitation which attended this strange recog- 
nition, excited no little surprise in the polished circle of 
which the countess formed a part. '< Ritirans nous^ mon 
ami,^ murmured Lauzun to the Chevalier de Boufflenr, 
" nous voild de trap. After all, we shall make nothing of 
our little provincial goddess ; — no tact, — ^no self-possession, 
— rnone whatever." 

" She is hardly poiie enough at present, certainly," said 
Boufflers, casting an inquiring look behind, as he left the 
boudoir : " but I own I like her the better for the touch of 
nature that betrays her into these natvites ; one is so sel- 
dom startled by any thing like originality in this vile world 
of refinement." 

" // me eemhle que iu es difficUe^ mon cher ChevaJier^^^ 
said Lauzun, as arm in arm they entered the saloon ; ^^ en 
fait d'originaux tu as, ce swr inime^ a choisir. Voila le 
Lovelace du dernier siicle, — Vivalide de Cyth^re — Mtm- 
near Walpole en habit gris de lin^ qui cherche a f aire valoir 
les feches et le raisin de son Chateau de Strabiri; quoiqu^U 
soit reconnu^ qu^on ne possede pour fruit mur en Anghterre^ 
que des pommes cuites! Now what can exceed the exqui- 
site absurdity of this pkilosaphe malgre lui ; who is only 
allured to Paris by the cajoling flatteries of one old wo- 
man,* and who affects to be bent on a pilgrimage to the 
shrine of another, — notre Dame de lAvry, — as he has 
affectedly baptized my grand aunt de Scvigne." 

"But is it true that you have imposed a lock of little 
Manon's hair upon his blind enthusiasm, as a tress of Ma- 
dame de Grignan's belle chevelure ?'^ 

" False — false, on my word ! — Do ycu tliink I would so 
far dishonour my ancestry ? Believe me, I cut the auburn 
ringlet myself from the pure mane of my Mecklenburg 
pony. Mais silence ! — here are the stifi^-necked wife and 
learned daughter of our Genevese maitre def nance. Post' 
iivement ces beaux yeux Id miritent une toilette mieux 
soignie. Now what can be more amusingly original than 
her public exhibition of filial devotion ;— or the air of mag- 
nanimity she assumes, when she calls herself ^ the daughter 
of Necker ?' Prythee, come and assist me to mystify her 
by a few rants in honour of her Evander." 

So lightly are the idols of posterity held by their coatem^ 

* Madame du Defiand. 
3* 
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ponries ; and so trae it is ^^^'on n'etf frophke ni dkns^ 
$am jMlf^i m dan» son Steele,*^ 

From ^e very hour which restored the Conte de Meran* 
ffkrtB to the society of his former friends, his habits of life 
appeared to have received a new impulse. The circles of 
fashion, — the tiieatres, — ^the eateries of the idle and magnifi- 
cent, — were now his constant haunts ; nor did he willingly 
for a single hour desert the side of the Comtesse de Clair- 
v^e. Yet the reserve of his conduct, the distant respect of 
tiis bearing towards her, prevented all observation of his 
devotion. 

Glairville had welcomed his return with the friendly 
warmth of a heart that knew no guile. ' The sincerity of 
his sister's vocation for the holy estate she had embraced^ 
had long smce induced him to reproach himself for die 
rigour with which he had judged the friend o£ his youth ; 
and dee|>ly did he regret Ihe cessation of intaicourse that 
bad rendered them strangers to each otiier. While the 
countess, through a natural persuasion tiiat time and so 
prolonged an absence must have weaned the heart of Leon 
Irom its early weakness, — or perhaps misled by the intoxi- 
cating allurements of her new mode of life,-^feared no evil 
consequence from their renewed intimacy. As her child- 
hood's companion, — as one to whom her feelings and prin- 
ciples were intimately known, she rejoiced to find him by 
her side ; and with Ivm she felt at least secure from those 
officious attritions to which her beauty, and her unprac- 
tised ignorance of Parisian habits continually exposed her. 
Whether the feelings of the count were truly such as inter- 
fxreted by her ingenuous credulity, may be gathered from 
'-4he following lines; which long afterward were found 
among his papers, bearing the date of the period in ques- 
tion : — 



ToE- 



Go ! mingle with yon fickle crowd I 

Let hands and hearts be clasped ta thine, 
Whose love — whose hojies — with smiles avowed— 
'^ Contrast but ill with such as mine ! 
Yea ! let them kneel before thee, — ^let ^^' 

Their bolder prayer»— 4lieir passion move thee :, -ifr 
And in such worship blest, forget ()er 

The heart which was the first to love thee — L&^ 
The heart whose pride would never bear r 

60 meanly in thy thoughts to sh&re I \ 
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Is there one pure— one generous breast—** 
One fond devoted heart among 

Their crew — w^hose passion, unconfess'd, 
In spte of grief, til- spite of yeaiSf 

Like some lo»e shade, his bosom haujatijigy* 
Woi^ct shun to purchase with thv tears 

Joys that might grieve thee, love, in granting ^ 
No, no — ^there is not one— no/ one^ 
Could lovo, could bear, — as I have done. 

Mark well their paltry arts to please, — 

The public sigh — the deep-mouthed vow :— • 
And can preteniuons poor as these 

Win e'en a smile from such as thou ? — 
Thou ! — ^in whose sigh dark years of care-— 

Daric with the fears that hovered round thee-- 
Daric with the deep, untold despair 

Which honoured e'en the chains that bound thee — 
Avail as nothing ? — ^Nay ! smile on — 
My fears are past — ^my doubts are gone ! 



CHAPTER X. , 

And now, I seek for other joys ^— 

To think would drive my soul to madness ; 
In thoughtless throngs, and empty noise, 

I conquer haif my bosom's sadness* 
Tet even in these a thought will steal, 

In spite of every vain endeavour ; * 

And fiends might pity what I feel 

To know that thou art lost for ever I 

Btrok. 

But whatever might be the feelings, whatever the' artM 
projects of M^rangeres, they were alike unsuspected by the 
Comte and Comtesse de Olairville ; and it was only a pass- 
ing suggestion of Madame d'Olonne, that recalled for a mo« 
ment to the mind of Estelle her former suspicions of his 
character. 

" My dearest mother," said she, with a smile of good^ 
humoured irony at the pertinacity of the old lady's opinions^ 
** let us hope that it is not necessary either to judge or be 
judged on the evidence of early follies or youthful senti- 
ments. The wife of OlairvHie^ the moth^ of our dear 
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Adolphe, bears no stronger resemblaqce to the petulahtf 
wayward, romantic girl of the Chateau de Rocquigny, than 
the calculating, worldly Conite de M^rang^res does to the 
passionate Rochemore. Believe me, his mind is altc^etl^r 
absorbed in political schemes, and those unhappily of a na- 
turd' far from flattering to the friendship with which we 
regard him." 

" I might have guessed so," rejoined the Marfcchale. . " It 
was natural, it was inevitable, that so perverted a mind 
should readily receive the baleful seeds of the new doctrines. 
No doubt, your admirer is a member of the Jacobin club, a 
friend of Desmoulins — of Barere — of Danton— of — " 

"Not quite so far advanced in republicanism at present ; 
— his hair does not yet emulate the untrimly fashion of the 
Montagnards ; nor do his political associates descend lower 
in the scale of faction than the Orleans party — Mirabeau 
and Lafayette." 

" As far as you can judge. But even of those ruling 
spirits of the age speak not so lightly I My child, these 
eyes have witnessed many changes ; but they are not yet 
sufficiently dim with age to be insensible to the awful signs 
by which we are encompassed. Can you be indiflerent to 
the alarming disposition of the public mind ? — Can you hear, 
without apprehension, the cry of *d has V Autrichienne P 
which attends every public appearance of our afflicted 
Queen ? Are not insults hourly heaped upon the head of 
Louis himself, and the privileges of the crown daily 
abridged ?" 

" I am assured, my dear mother, that these are voluntary 
concessions, to temporise with the Assembly." 

" And would they be required in an hour of security ? — 
. Deceive not yourself, my dearest child ; — you are at this 
very moment a compulsory absentee from the home of your 
ancestors ; — your friends the Poiignacs, and several other 
immediate followers of the court, can scarcely venture to 
show themselves even in Paris. You will acknowledge the 
mind of the people to be irritated beyond example-; and, 
alas I for our credit,— perhaps, too justly irritated by the 
assumptions of the clergy and nobility. Are not these 
grounds for alarm ? 

" May I venture further ?" continued the venerable 
mourner, perceiving that the eyes of Estelle were filled with 
tears ; <* may I unfold the full extent of evil I foresee ? 
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Xi is my trae and firm belief that unless measures of concili- 
ation are adoptQd, which our wisest and best have declared 
would be too humiliating to the sovereign,-- and still v^ote, 
that unless his majesty assume a firmness of demeanour, and 
decision of mind far beyond what he has at present prepared 
us to expect,-*-nQthi|[ig but ruin and desolation can await 
our mo9t unhappy kingdom ; and wo to tiiose who are des- 
tined to witness the struggle ! The court was forced firom 
Versailles by the violence of the pc^ulace : — its present 
sojourn at the Tuilleries is but an honourable durance^ 
The next step of the royal &mily wiU probably lead to un- 
qualified imprisonment ; — and Heaven avert that the scaffi)ld 
be not their final condemnation !" 

The countess listened in speechless hdrror to this pro- 
phetic deiiunciation ; and implored Madame d'Olonne to 
look less despondingly on the state of passing events* 
<<Clairville assures me," she began — 

^'Clairville loves thee with too weak a tenderness to 
wound thy gentle feelings; but I, Estelle, have dared to 
unburthen my heart, in order to give weight to my coun- 
sels." The Mar^hale drew nearer to the object of her 
affection, and taking her hand, bent full upon her the mild 
but intelligent gaze of her venerable countenance : ** Let 
me pray of thee," she whispered, " to dismiss yonder evil 
counsellor from thy train ; and to withdraw, during this 
season of adversity, from the clamour of the giddy world of 
£ishion. ^ When tiie winds rise," said the ancient philoso- 
pher, * worship the echo.' May we not interpret this, 'In 
the hour of popular tumult, ad<h*ess thyself to solitude ?' " 

** But would it not carry an impression of alarm if the 
leading members of society were all to retire at this critical 
moment ?" 

" It may be so; — ^but,- trust me, the orgies of liie great 
tend more to exasperate the feelings of the infuriated multi- 
tude at Paris, than many graver causes pf discontent ; and 
the privacy of home, the cultivation of family affections, is 
surely the fittest prelude to the hour of danger. Let us 
prepare ourselves to fall with decency." 

The reflections of the Mar^chale weighed so heavily 
upon the mind of Madame de Clairville, that the Comtesse 
Am61ie, when, she seated herself by her side that night in 
their box at the Theatre Favart — all radiant with toveliness 
and splendour^ could not fail to notice the depression of her 
spirits. 
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"How is this, dear Countess," she exclaimed^ smilingly. 
" Nay !— sigh not so deeply ; or, I shall imagine with all the 
rest of Paris, that this man of the woods, — this mysterious 
Iroquois, has bewitched you with some Obeah sorcery. 
Tell me truly — who is he — and what is the connexion 
between you ? It is said, that he has been wandering 
among the green Savannsdis for the last century ; — that he 
is the condemned Jew, — or the Masque de fer^ risen from 
the grave,— or the Comte de St. Germains, — or— *^ 

" He is neither- more nor less than the representative of 
the Rochemore family^ and an old friend of mine and Clair- 
viile." 

" And he has gold enough to sink a navy — ^and dries his 
letters with diamond dust?" 

" Of his concerns I know nothing ; — ^believe me, .^m61ie, 
my present grief springs from other and more general 
sources. I have been seriously affected by the view taken 
of the state of public affairs by a much-respected friend." 

" Not our Cherokee, I trust ; — for they assure me tliat he 
stands against us as an enemy ;^— that he has deserted the 
cause both of his ancestry and posterity, and holds witli 
these ruffianly Jacobins !" 

"Patar done ! chere Amilie / this is no place for such a 
topic." 

" You are right," said the lovely Madame de BoufHers, 
" it is in truth too serious a subject for public discussion ; 
and one which, spite of my apparent levity, haunts my 
sleepless pillow more than I care to own." 

The entrance of M^rangeres himself into 'their box put 
an end to the conversation, — and Gluck and Piccini, — ^Jean 
Jacques and the Contes Moraux — afforded subjects for new 
discussion. But the Comtesse Amelie scarcely deigned to 
reply to the observations of M6rang^res ; and shortly after 
* his arrival, she left them, in -order to fulfil a supper engage- 
ment at the Hotel Stainville. 

For the first time, Estelle felt embarrassed on finding her- 
self tete-d-tete with the Count. The opinions she had re- 
cently heard expressed concerning his views, her promise to 
Madame d'Olonne to abandon his intimacy, ail conspired 
to perplex her feelings. At length, with the lingering inte- 
rest of one who is about to take a lasting leave of an old 
and esteemed fiiend, she turned suddenly towards him, and 



s^d with hesitation) ** I wish I might presume on our long 
acquaintance to address a few inquiries to you." 

** Are you not assured, Madam» of commanding, at all 
timest my respectful attention ?" 

Estelle started as she noticed the grave reserve of his ad- 
dress ; — ^it had been already pointed out to her by Am^lie de 
Boufflers as an object of mistrust. ** Let me venture to 
asky" she continued, << wherefore you have deserted a party 
to which prejudice and interest, to say nothing of more ho- 
nourable feelings, might be supposed to attach you ? Our 
unhappy king — his lovdy famUy — can ^ou be insensible 
to their affliction ?^-can you be blind to the dangers that 
menace our common rights, and every better distinction of 
exist^ce ?" 

He looked upon her silently, steadfastly, and with a pecu- 
liar expression. At length, a slow smile broke over his face. 
^< Are you blind ?" he replied, as he shook his head with 
melancholy emphasis. '< Are ymi insensible, that you ques- 
tion me thus ? — For years I have had but one object on this 
earth ; — for long, long years, I have toiled, I have breathed 
but for one. Many have loved you, lady ! but none like me ; 
for I have put on the habit of shame and mockery, and 
worn it as a bridal garment. To serve you, — to be your 
defence in the coming hour of danger, I have leagued my- 
self with the outcasts of creation, — ^I have adopt^ a creed 
revolting to my feelings. Yet should I live to save or suc- 
cour you, these burthens will not have been borne in vain.'' 

The countess, indignant at such bold declarations, yet 
deeply touched by the intense devotion they set forth, ex- 
claimed, '' These, Monsieur de Merangeres, are mere idle 
professions. Did you not formerly imprecate on me, and 
all who were dear tq me, the bitterest curse that malice 
could suggest ?" 

** Thou hast said it, Estelle ! And how often have I started 
fVom my midnight sleep — how oflen — in ibe land where the 
torrent and the forest were my sole companions-^how often 
have I watched to grieve over that irremediable prophecy \ 
I would render up Uiis right hand, Estelle, that I had never 
been forced to breathe those withering words of yet unful- 
filled denunciation." 

Madame de Clairville replied not ; for those very words 
were passing painfully through her mind, to which they had 
h>ng become unfamiliar. **Let them Kw in mUery^ and die 



in elume!^^ ttgam seemed to i-eBoUHd in hdr eard. Tfae 
count percdT^ his dbadvantage, and intennpting her medi- 
tationsy once more, in a subdued tone, he began to |k>ur 
forth expressions of fond and unchanged afiection ; but Es- 
telle, in assuming the dignity of demeanour which became 
her chatacter, instantly put an end to the conversation, nor 
did she ever aflbrd him a fresh opportunity for its renewal* 
The following day he found his name erased from her por- 
ter's list ; and from that time Madame de Clairville entirely 
desisted from appearing in public. 

But in the retirement of her beloved home comibrt and 
peace awaited no longer. A new and undefinable sense of 
apprehension was roused within her ; the words of the curse 
were perpetually recurring to her mind ; and when Mon- 
siisur de Clairville was occasionally detained from her by 
the press of public business, or during the accidental ab* 
sence of her child, her fears became unreasonably excited. 
And daily, and hourly, the darkening aspect of passing events 
added to the sources of her alarm. The unsuccessful flight 
of the king and queen, and the insults to which they subject- 
ed themselves by their att^npted evasion,— the arrest of 
many of the leading nobles, — the appropriation of their es- 
tates to the national treasury, and more than aD, the increas- 
ing power of the Jacobin party, obscured the last rays of 
hope cherished by her sanguine feelings. 

And soon suspense was turned to certainty, and calamity 
amd sorrow began their work of havoc among those she 
loved. Her brother, — the gay, — ^the proud, — tlw chivalrous 
representative of her ancient family, — ^perished in a duel 
arising from a political quarrel ; and her father — ^bowed to 
the dust in his old age, by this sudden blighting of the tree 
of his family honours, — ^survived his loss but a few weeks. 
" These are the first victims," murmured £stelle,as she be- 
held their heads laid in the grave, " but still deeper, — still 
dearer must be the sacrifice, ere all is achieved !" 

Tormented by this gloomy persuasion, which every suc- 
ceeding day tended to render less unreasonable, Madame 
de Clairville drooped at once in body and in mind ; and 
her beauty began to wear the expression of a ghastly intel- 
ligence which " o'er informed its tenement of clay." A 
new, and most unexpected source of consolation was, how- 
ever, opened to her by the accession of a bosom comforter, 
even to her own domestic circle. The religious communi- 
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ties of France were dissolved ; and Louise^ the companion 
of her childhood, returned to her family. Many of the pro* 
fbssed sisters and brethren of the faith, who were restored 
to the liberty they had renounced, by die sacrilegious ordi* 
nance of the new gorernment, were tempted to brave th^ 
resentment of the revolutionary mob, and resume the vows 
fVom which they were released; Odiers marked their ad- 
herence to the true cause by flight into those foreign lands 
which were still devoted to the chmrch of Rome ; but Louise 
de Clairville, finding she could maintain, in the sad seclu* 
.sion of her brother's house, an almost conventual retirement^ 
and retain, without exciting observation, the habit of her 
order, addressed herself to tiie holy task of soothing the soul 
of her afflicted sister ; and of imparting to her heart that 
peace which passeth the understanding of worldlings. 

Madame d'Olonne yielded also shortly afterwaid to the 
persuasions of her family ; and complied with the especial 
prayer of Estelle, that hand in hand they shovddTmeet the 
approach of the tempest ; whose fury now made itself heard 
throughout all the quiirters of the earth. " Said 1 not 
truly," she observed, when she installed herself in the Hotel 
de Clairville, '< that I should live to repine at the length of 
days assigned as my portion ? Happy — Chappy those to whom 
the decency of a peaceful deathbed hath been already 
vouchsafed !" 

In order to avert the danger •f denunciation, to which 
many innocent revolutionary victims were betrayed by the 
malice or rapacity of their servants. Monsieur de Clairville 
contracted his establishment so as to retain only the ancient 
servitors of his family ; and the little household was devoted 
to mournful and exclusive solitude. Every day they beheld 
some friend or kinsman torn from the bosom of his family; 
and plunged into the degradation of a conunon prison, only 
to be withdrawn for the mockery of trial by an unlawfuf 
tribunal, and the sentence of an ignominious death. Every 
journal bore witness to some fresh outrage, by which the 
provinces strove to emulate the barbarous atrocities of the 
capital ; and fathers and husbands lived but to repine that 
the guillotine had not spared them the knowledge of enor- 
mities by which, during tiieir imprisonment^ their defenceless 
families were polluted. 

During this awful season, little was known in the Clairville 
family of the proceedings of Meraog^res ; ort as he wa^ 

VoIm 11.-^4 
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now named, the CUi^en Rochemore, The silcmce of the 
public records assured them that he had taken no active part 
in the legislative acts ; nor had Clairville ever observed 
him in the processions of the day. But as the chosen 
associate of Philippe EgaliiS, they knew that he must be 
among the projectors of every sanguinary measure adopted 
by the rulers of the people ; and his name was pronounced 
among them only with horror and disgust. 

At this juncture, the threie helpless females, whose affec- 
tionate intercourse enabled them to support the terroi*f 
their position, were one day alarmed by the prolonged 
absence of Clairville. Hours passed away, — the season of 
meals, — the season of repose,— yet he returned not. Already 
they considered him as lost to them for ever, when a hurried 
and unsigned billet, in his handwriting, was brought to the 
agonized countess ;. informing her that, having received 
certain information of his immediate denunciation, he had 
concealed himself in the house of an unsuspected friend. 
He requested Estelle to forward him a small sum of money 
by a sure hand ; and to devise some means of following him 
with her family, as he had reluctantly determined on emigra- 
tion, and had even obtained a passport for Geneva. 

This alarming intelligence was a degree more favourable 
than the anticipations of his family. " It is to me" said 
Louise, calmly rising, " that this work is appointed. There 
is no hand so safe as that of his sister ; for thy strength of 
body, Estelle, is insufficient to the effort. I will therefore 
.^eek out Ernest in the dress of a servant ; and if I should 
find my return dangerous, I will accompany him in his 
flight." 

" But we cannot ourselves remain here," observed the 
Mar^hale. " The officers may perhaps arrive to-morrow 
to seek their victim, and to affix the national seal on his 
effects." 

" Let us leave Paris to-night, then," cried Estelle, wildly 
l^ressing her boy to her side. 

" But how, my child, without a passport ; and who will 
procure one for us ?" 

The countess was silent for a moment. — "Yes," said 
^e at length, <<it must indeed be so. Louise, go forth 
on thine errand. Tell my husband we will rejoin him at 
Fontainebleau, in the moraing ; I will Biyself provide fba 
our safety,** 
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Unable to divine from whom she expected aagiataooo in 
this necessity^ they marked her departure with surprise) 
but no mistrust. Louise shortly afterward left the hotel, on 
her equally perilous enterprise ; and all appeared conscious 
of the probability that this separation was the precursor of 
^me fatal event. 



CHAPTER XL 

But they 
IVho in oppression's darkness caved had dvvelt^ 
They were not eagles nourished with the day; 
What marvel .then at times if they mistook their pr«y? 

Bteon.. 

The clock of St. Roch's church stinick eleven as Biftdame 
de Clairville demanded access to the Citoyen Rochemwe of 
the concierge of his magnificent hotel. 

^* The Citoyen cannot be disturbed at this unseasonable 
hour," was the reply to one whose dress bespoke no great 
claim to the deference of the Suisse, 

'< I would speak with him on business of importance." 

'< The usual pretext, my good woman ! But send in yoin* 
name, md you may perhaps succeed in obtaining as 
audience." 

" Give him this ring," said the countess, with patient 
humility, " it may serve me equally well." 

While the old man was absent on her mission, Madame 
de Clairville had leisure to observe that the windows of the 
opposite house, the gay and brilliant hotel d'Aumont, were 
illuminated; and that the sound of music and festivity 
issued from its lofty walls. She was aware that its noble 
owners had recently rendered up their lives on the scaffold ; 
—that they were scarcely cold in their dishonoured graves : 
—and she had heard that their mansion, having beccme 
national property, was tenanted by Marat and his licentious 
crew. — " And thus, — even thus," she thought, "will it be in 
a few weeks with my own beloved home ; thus will its holiest 
sanctuaries be polluted, its tranquillity broken by riot and 
intemperance^" But ehe had no time for reflection : a tall 
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figure advanced towards her, through the darkness ; and the 
veil-known voice of L^on greeted her, as respectfully 
offering her his arm, he conducted her to the entrance of a 
aiiite of splendid apartments on the rez de chauss^e. 

Having placed her in a fauteuilf he stood silently, and in 
evident astonishment^ waiting her permission to he seated. 

** This homage is mockery, Rochemore,*' said she bitterly, 
as she threw back the veil from her pale face. ^' I am come 
as a suppliant.'^ 

<< My former protestations of devotion should satisfy jjm 
that you have but to declare your will, if, indeed, it be witmn 
my power of execution." 

*^ Without wasting further time in explanation,'' she re- 
plied, <' you must instantly procure a passport for Geneva, 
by the route of Lyons, for myself, my boy, and the Mar^- 
chale ; under whatever names you may suggest." 

*' It shall be done," said he, rising and gomg towards the 
anteroom ; " wait my return here; and in a quarter of an 
hour your wishes shall be fulfilled. But may I not presume 
to ask whether the Citoyen Clairville and his sister should 
not be inchided ?" 

Estelle started on perceiving him to be %o well versed in 
^eir family arrangements as to be aware of the sojourn of 
Louise in their household ; and her mistrust once excited, 
she coldly answered, "Nay! wherefore mar the value of 
your services by idle inquiries ? I have expressed the full 
extent of my demands." 

He left her without reply ; and no sooner was he gone, 
.and she found herself abandoned to the solitude of the vast 
$aloon, than her mind was struck by the imprudence of the 
act she had committed. Had she not betrayed herself, and 
those yet more dear to her, into the hands of their arch- 
enemy, by a mistaken confidence in his generosity ? Might 
he not compulsively detain her in the habitation she had so 
indiscreetly entered ? She flew to the door ; — it was closed 
from without. She sought the opposite entrance ; — it opened 
into a spacious dining-room, to which there was no other 
access. Almost stupified with terror, she threw herself on 
the sofa to await the result ; and after an hour, a long hour 
of misery and suspense, the door was slowly unbolted, and 
Rochemore stood before her, holding the passport in his 
hand. 

** I wronged him — I wronged my generous preserver V 
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said she» distractedly, and alternately pressing the paper and 
the hand that bore it to her heart and lips. 

" And how can I further serve you ?" he inquired, scarcely 
able to endure the excess of her gratitude. 

"In notliing," she ansvFered, "save in permitting mc 
to go hence without delay. Alone, as I came, so let me 
depart.*' 

" But might not t1d9 assist your flight ?" he continued, 
his &ce flushed with the shame of ofibring pecuniary aid to 
the woman he loved. 

^* Oh ! no, no !*' she replied vehemently ; "I am already 
more than liberally provided. The carriage waits at an 
appointed spot tiiat is to bear us to a distant land ; — and 
thereii Rochemore, even there, I will pray for thee with 
grateful regard." 

She moved to depart, — she was already gone ; — and look- 
ing fearfully behind her, as she turned the corner of the 
street he inliabited, she perceived that her commands were 
obeyed, and that no one followed her flying footsteps. In 
an hour from that time, she once more descended the stately 
steps of the Hotel de Clairville, and silently bore her son 
in her trembling arms towards a travelling carriage that 
waited in the neighbouring street. The venerable Mar6- 
ehale followed as fast as her infirmities would permit ; and 
soon their active postillion conveyed them to the barrier. 
The passport was exhibited ; — it was in form : and they 
passed the gates of Paris, — ^to them, terrible as the gates o^ 
death ! 

For the first time since her knowledge of their danger^ 
Estelle relieved her overcharged heart by a burst of tears ; 
throwing herself at the same moment into the arms of her 
beloved parent. — ^<«^ Clairville will meet us at Fontainebleau, 
before break of day," she whispered, " and all will be well." 

"Heaven fulfil thy hopes!" said Madame d'Oionne, 
despondingly, "and grant us strength to pass through the 
dark hour of trial, whether it be appointed earlier or later." 

Without obstruction they rolled rapidly along ; and as 
the morning advanced, and the little Adolphe woke from 
the slumbers in which he had been removed at dead of night 
from his peaceful bed, the Marechale drew him upon her 
knee, and saidjto him gently, but solemnly—" My boy, we 
are embarked in a serious undertaking. Do you compre- 
hend that we are travi^lJing under feigned names ; and (M» 
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till jrou reach the frontier of France, you must assist us to 
preserve our disguise ?'* 

«Ido." 

*^ And will you remember, love, that if aught should divide 
OS during thift perilous journey, — if the protection of your 
mother and grandmother, Adolphe, should be snatched from 
you by death, and you should find yourself an orphan, at 
the mercy of those ruffians who now, alas ! rule ail, — ^you 
must seek neither friend nor aid at Paris ; but strive, with 
courage and fortitude, to reach the lands of Rocquigny. 
These gold pieces will aid you, boy ; and should tiiey im 
rifled from you, rather beg your way towards home than 
tarry among the destroyers of your idndred ; and Valentina, 
the wife of F61ix the forest-guard, will protect you for your 
mother's sake." 

The boy's heart swelled within him at these sad words, 
and at the solemn voice in which they were uttered. At last, 
he whispered to his mother, " Are we not safe now ; — ^and 
wherefore should she fear these evils ?'V 

Estelle kissed him sorrowfully, but replied not ; for some 
unhappy suggestion, or rather the depression of her compa- 
nion, had recalled to her mind the tenour of the fatal curse, 
^ Let them live in misery^ and die in shame /" 

The gray dawn brought with it more cheerful expecta- 
tions ; and as often as the absence of habitations on the road 
permitted her to show herself without danger, Estelle leaned 
anxiously from the portal, and watched for the appearance 
of those who were now probably approaching, — ^her husband 
and his sister. So often was her tearful gaze disappointed^ 
that she resolved at length upon a bolder step ; and in 
changing horses at an obscure village, she demanded of the 
national officer who inspected her passport, whether two 
travellers, bearing the same name, had riot preceded her on 
Che route. The man took his pipe from his mouth, and a'nr 
BWered with nonchdUmcef << A middle-aged gentleman, with 
a lady, unattended, in a dark caliche ?^* 

« The same." 

<< They passed onward an hour since." And this satis- 
factory information cheered the minds of the travellers ; and 
(hey proceeded in happy security. 

It chanced, however, that on reaching the following post^ 
the small town of St. Etienne, — they found the narrow 
streets thronged with people ; who, even at that early hour, 
were evidently in a state of violent excitation. Intelligence 
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probably of some popular moTement had reached them from 
the capital ; for they were parading the public ways with 
triumph and rejoicing. As the trayellers reached the mar- 
ket-place, a terrible sight revealed to them the cause of this 
unusual exultation. 

Two aged and helpless priestSf who had been seized by 
the mob in the private exercise of their devotions, were 
there bound to a strong post, and pelted by the multitude 
with missiles of every description. Their' maimed and 
bleeding bodies were bared to the Waist ; and one of them, 
ttn old and decrepit tnan, was evidently expiring. 

" Oh ! merciful God !'' shrieked Estelle, " will none res- 
(me them ? Will none show mercy among those who so 
much need it themselves V^ - 

" Hear the Aristocrate P^ exclaimed one of the populace 
who was nearest to the carriage: <^she pleads for her 
minion.*' 

"My friends,** cried another, "we are suffering thes€j 
wives and mothers of traitors to escape ; they are emigries ; 
—-it were a good work to stop their career." 

The carriage was surrounded in a moment, and the foul- 
est curses, the foulest invectives, were loudly lavished on 
the innocent fugitives. Stimulated by their manifest terror 
and defenceless condition, the ringleaders of the tumult has- 
tened to further violence. They dragged the trembling 
women and the agonized child from the vehicle ; and insist* 
ed on taking them to the Mairie of the town. The coun- 
tess in vain attempted to exhibit her passport ; it would 
avail her nothing against the maniacal fury of an excited 
mob, now too long inured to scenes of blood. 

" Fear nothing," said a low voice by her side ;-^" rescue 
is at hand." 

The voice was the voice of Rochemore ; but the person 
whence it proceeded was only that of their driver. In an 
instant it flashed through the mind of Estelle that the samp 
postillion had appeared to accompany them through every 
change of horses on their route ; and she was not mistaken. 
JBut notwithstanding the courageous efforts of her mysterioi;^ 
protector, Estelle was struck by several stones as they pro- 
ceeded towards the Hdtel de Yill^ ; and the mob redoubled 
in their brutality from mutual encouragement. Even the 
report that the military were advancing upon the town, failed 
to repreai tteir violence ; the throng pressed more closely 
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atoimd their victims, till Ibeir feet scarcely teudied the 
greimd. 

As Madume de Clairrille succeeded the first step of the; 
Maifiey a ^rill piteoos shriek of agony from her boy, who 
was detained behind her, roused her streogrth to burst from 
those who held her; and she turned towards the mass of 
cowardly assassins, — her eyes flashing fire like those of a 
lioness whose young have been piercend by the hunters ! But 
the light of those eyes was quenched in a moment, when she 
beheld borne afar off, the corpse of her aged parent, — ^her 
reverend gray hairs defiled with blood and dust. A fragment 
of stone had smitten her upon the temple, and had j(nned 
Jier to the numberles martyrss of the Revolution. 

Estelle fell instantly senseless into the arms of Roche- 
more ; and the last sound that reached her ears was that of 
his voice, exclaiming, " A thousand pistoles — two — to him 
who saves the child." 

The child was saved, though mangled with many wounds ; 
and the national guard arriving at the moment, dispersed 
the discontented rabble. An order, in the handwriting of 
La Fayette, granting his especial safe conduct to the Citoyen 
Rochemore and his party, secured him the immediate release 
of the prisoners, and the escorts of the troops towards Paris. 
But to all this the countess was happily insensible. She 
knew not that the form she loved had been consigned to a 
hasty grave ! She knew not that she was rapidly returning^ 
to the capital with her wounded child ; — far from their only 
protector, and abandoned to the power of that man whom 
she most dreaded upon earth. 



CHAPTER XIL 

Did Heaven look <», 
Aa4 wottld not take their part ? 

SflAxersARs* 



Days and even weeks passed away before the unfortunate 
Estelle became sensible of the calamities that had befiOlen 
her ; — a delirous fever, arising from the injuries she had 
received at St. Etienne, absorbed all her faculties. At lei^ 
retumins ceosciousness roused her to a sense of her wretched 
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6dndition. She raised her feeble head from a strange pil- 
I0W9 and found herself confined in a dark, stifling recess. 
^< I am then, a {msoner/' sighed she ; and she strove to rise 
and reconnoitre the nature of her abode. She fell back 
exhausted ; and the feeling of helplessness and desertion 
overcame her. 

" Ob i wherefore am I left alone in this lonelj world !" 
she exclaimed bitterly, as she thought upon those from whom 
^e was torn for ever. " My boy — ^my boy !— why am I 
doomed to survive thee?" 

A voice — ^a faint voice — ^in thei darkness beside her, re- 
plied, " Mother, I have never left thee,^ — I am here." 

Welcome-— welcome sound S How joyfully did it thrill 
through the exhausted fra&ie of the suffering mother ! — how 
instantly did her wild shriek of rapture echo to the appeal. 

A door close to the side of her bed was immediately 
opened ; and an old woman appeared and demanded the 
cause of her agitation. Such a form had seemed to flit 
through her dreams, and minister to her wants during her 
fever. 

'< What is your will, Citoyenne 1" again inquired the 
hoarse voice of her attendant. 

" First to embrace my boy." 

The old woman muttered; but turning to the further 
corner of the alcove, she removed the child from his bed 
and placed him by his mother's side ; and Estelle mingled 
tears of agony with her fond caresses, as she pressed his little 
wasted form to her heart. 

After some minutes spent in this exquisite indulgence, 
she observed that the woman still waited ; and she theii 
inquired tBhereeaid wherefore she was thus confined ?" 

" Time enough — ^time enough," answered she, leaving the 
recess ; <* the Citoyen will explain all.** 

Estelle was c^tented to be alone with her restored trea* 
sure, to acquaint herself with the.nature of his suflerings, 
and to glory in his recovery with an intensity of delight 
known only the heart of a mother. The door, however, 
was again opened, and a man seated himself unceremoni- 
ously by her bedside. As far as the imperfect light enabled 
her to judge, he was a stranger, and of respectable appear- 
ance. 

<^ It is our physician," whispered Adolphe ; and his 
earnest congratulaticms on the favourable change in her 
healthy confirmed this information* 



^< Now that your kind coanseis are ended*" said Gst^lbr 
when he rose to depart* <' may I venture to inquire by what 
acoident I have been favattred with your valuable assistance ; 
and why I am tlius detained frpm my friends ?" 

*^ I fear, Madam, you are scarcely sufficiently re-estab- 
lished to take part in such distressing details/' 

^ Believe me* suspense is far more injurious;'' 

'< Let me ass^ire you, then, that you are in sali^y, although 
closely concealed ; indeed your recent denunciation reor 
ders this precaution inevitable. You were recommended to 
my especinl attention about a fortnight ago by the Citoyen 
Rochemore* when he installed you in this retreat." 

« Am I m Paris?" 

The physician smiled ; for being ignorant of the state of 
insensibility in which she had been removed* he conceived 
her mind to be still wandering. But in a calm tone, she 
reiterated her inquiry. 

<' You are inhabiting a small house in the Faubourge Sk 
Antoine ; and this recess is formed between two chambers, 
apparently, in the thickness of the wall, and opens throtigb 
an unsuspected panel. During the troubles of the last two 
years, many such retreats have been prepared in obscfsre 
mansions." 

" And the Citoyen Rochemore ?" 

** I grieve to say that he is now undergoing a public in- 
quiry into Bis conduct before the commissioners ctf the pub- 
lic safety ; for his exertions in your favour at St. Etiennc 
have exposed him to disadvantageous suspicions." 

<< And my husband?" inquired Estelle, with some hesi- 
tation. 

^ I am even ignorant of his name and yours. I can only 
inform you» that the Citoyen Rochemore is reported to have 
fired upon an officer in your defence ; and that he has been 
imprisoned in* consequence." ^ 

"Alas! how fatal a destiny seems prepared for all in 
whom I am interested ! Rochemore will perish, and who 
will protect my boy when I am gone ?" 

" Your dangers are now ended." 

<' Am I not denounced as an emigrant ?" 

** True ; but as long as you remain here, you may defy 
detection. Farewell, Madam; you must permit me to 
visit you daily." 

Notwithstanding the assurances of her kind attendant. 



\foilftm de Claimlle was akumed in the course of a few 
days foy the forcible entiy of the municipal offioers into the 
a<]Qoini{)g chamber, auth<Mrissed by a general warrant «d 
search* for concealed persons. She was able io distinguish 
OTery syllable utt^^d by these brutal intruders, who mi- 
nutely examined every part of the house. 8he heard thenn 
establish themselves at a table close to the panej which 
aflbrded access to her retreat, where they were plentifully 
sfupplied with em ile t>»e by old Monica ; and during the 
dreadful hour of suspense that their orgies lasted, she held 
her son closely within her arms, scarcely venturing to 
breathe. After swearing to return and drag their hostess 
to prison should they find their suspicions renewed, they 
d^)arted from the house ; and as they closed the door. 
Estelle fell upon her knees, and blessed the providence, of 
Rochemore who had secured the safety of her child, and 
the mercy of Heaven which had sanctified his efr<»ts in her 
cause. 

Her health, which was now in some measure restored, 
•^oon suflered another severe shock ; for she had ftt length 
prevailed upon her physician to make inquiries respecting 
the fate of Clairville and his sister ; and, after much hesita- 
tion, he reluctantly acquainted her that they had fallen vic- 
tims to the revolutionary tribunal of. Lyons ; where they had 
been denounced and arrested as emigrants ! 

Thus afflicted — thus bereft — the sufifering Estelle, poor* 
heart-broken, and deserted, would willingly have r^idered 
up hef life to those by whom it was required, had not the 
endearing tenderness of her child hourly reminded her of his 
claims to her protection. Her days were wept away upon 
her squalid couch ; — her nights she was permitted to pa&s 
in pacing up and down the adjoining chamber ; which,- 
mean and contracted as it was, afforded her a change of 
air. Her medical adviser, finding her convalescent, had 
latterly desisted from his visits ; so that her only informatioii 
respecting the fate of Rochemore was derived from Monica^ 
who asserted that he was still in prison. 

Fondly clinging to the hope that the intelligence of hei* 
husband's deatii had been premature, Madame de Olairville, 
on finding that her strength was equal to exercise, resolved 
to brave all hazards, and make personal inquiries eoneem« 
ing him. She therefore dressed herself in some ragged 
jjarments provided by Monica ;«-whose assistance war 
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Easily secured by a gift of one of those gold pieces so pvo^ 
videntially bestowed upon Adolphe by bis grandmother ;— 
and one morning, at daybreak^ she crept from her obscure 
dwelling, and slowly bent her steps towards liie Faubcmrg 
St. Germain. She had previously determined on addressing 
herself to a merchant who had been materially obliged by 
ber family, and who resided on the Qiud Vdiaire. 

She ^reached his door ; and accosting a shabby shop-boy 
who yrna lounging on the steps, she requested admission to 
the citoyen Bramet. The boy laughed in her face. The 
Citoyen and his son, he informed her, had been guillotined 
deyeral months before ; and his premises were occupied by 
srtrangers. Madame de Clairville turned away in tears. It 
occurred to her that this worthy man had perhaps fallen a 
Sacrifice to his connexion with her family^ — and it woa 
even so ! 

She now turned towards the street of her former resi-' 
dence ; and remembering, as she tottered along, to have 
formerly observed in the cave beneadi one of the adjac^it 
hotels, a woman who seemed to gain a scanty livelihood by 
vending herbs and cresses, she resolved to seek her lowly 
abode. ^< Surely the storm must have passed unfelt over 
the head of ^e poor, unoffending Louison," thought Estelle : 
and the fact did not disappoint her expectations ; for as she 
rested against the board that protected the perpendicular 
entrance to the cellar, she perceived it was still covered 
with fresh bouquets and cressons. 

She attracted the attention of the bourgeoise by becoming 
a liberal purchaser ; and Louison commere par excdlenee 
du quartkr^was delighted to satisfy the inquiries of the 
stranger respecting the tenants of the adjoining hotels. 
^* And who inhabits yonder mansion with the porte cocheref** 
asked Estelle at last ; pointing to that which had been for* 
merly her own : " who owns it now ?*' 

" Ay, that also was the property of a ci-devantf** answered 
Louison. " He was arrested as an emigrant, and suffered 
at Lyons. His wife and family fled vnth him, and I take it 
they are still in prison somewhere or other. The more the 
shame and pity," she continued in a lower tone, << for they 
^ere kind and humane, and easy masters to live under ; and 
Iheir place is now filled by a worthless quean, — a dancer, 
I believe, who is protected by Marat. Truly did we grieve 
when my husband read me an account of the death of the 
citoyen Clairville and his sister, the nun that wasi from an 
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old newspapei- left here by some customer. But yon g'eeni 
faint, citoyenne, — will you take a gouite .^'* 

Estelle, instead of replying, fell senseless on the pave? 
ment ; and th^ compassionate bourgeoisey assisting her with 
a strong arm, bore her down to her own miserable habita- 
tion. " I have walked so far this morning," said Madame 
de Clairville, as she slowly revived, and found herself en- 
circled by Louison's ragged tribe of children, "that I 
should be glad to procure a Jidcre for my return home." 

One of the boys was immediately despatched on her 
errand ; and having liberally rewarded him, and expressed 
her gratitude to his mother, she directed the driver to stop 
at the entrance of the Faiubourg Si. Antoine ; for she did 
not dare specify the exact place of her abode. 

As she drove slowly along she found her progress impeded 
by a noisy and increasing mob ; and the driver was finally 
obliged to draw up, and make way for a procession, which 
was cheered on by shouts of exukation from the populace* 
— And what a procession ! — Preceded and surrounded by 
files of the national guard, there came a common cart, in 
which were herded together, like beasts conveyed to 
butchery, five wretched prisoners on their road to the 
guitt4^ineJ 

Two of them were priests ; a third, by her bold demean- 
our and gaudy attire, seemed chosen from among the out- 
casts of the people : the other two— and they were those to 
whom the coarse insults of the rabble were principally ad- 
dressed, — were the chosen friends, the beloved associates of 
Estelle herself,— even Amelie de Boufilers and her mother- 
in-law ! The young countess was habited in plain white 
garments, with her long fair hair scattered over her shoul- 
ders. The blessed hopes of inunortality were beaming 
tipon her uplifted face as she stood firm and erect in the 
fate! vehicle ; her arm supporting her fainting mother, and 
her voice — that enchanting voice of gentleness — ^tenderly 
oxhorted her to composure. She had cast this world behind 
her ; and looked forward to the approaching moment of re- 
lease with the joyous trust of an expiring saint. 

Estelle pressed her hands before her eyes to shut out this 
beart-rending sight. The cart passed on ; its rumbling 
wheels were heard in the distance, and the shouts of tfae 
murderers died away. Those hapless victims were seen no 
more among the living. 

yohs U^5 
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CHAPTER XIIL 

lo crowded halls my spirit is with her t 
And happiness is gone, and peace is lost, 
And flod the flush of youth ; and I am pale 
As tlie pale ocean on a sunless mora. 

I pine away for her 1 yet pity her 

That she should scorn a love so true as mine ! 

SouTHrr. 

The mind of Madame de Clairrille was bo completely 
overwhelmed by the dreadful spectacle it had been her mis- 
fortune to witness^ that, on reaching home, and beholding 
her now fatherless child, she burst into to agcmy of tears ^ 
and remained for some time unconscious of the presence ol' 
a third person. 

It was Leon de Rocheniore who stood gravely regarding 
her ; and when at length she observed his appearance, sho 
threw herself wildly on her knees before him, and began to 
pour forth congratulations on his safety, and expressions of 
gratitude, mingled with details of the mighty loss with which 
she had been affiicted. 

" I am now utterly unfriended," she exclaimed in bitter 
nngaishy <' and this boy will soon be an oiphan and an out 
cast." 

** Not so," replied Rochemore mildly, «*not so, while life 
is spared to me. Gome hither, Adolphe," he continued^ 
|>laciBg Madame de Clairville <hi a seat ; and taking the 
hand of the child, he led him towards her. " Implore your 
mother to grant me the right of replacing tlie protector you 
have lost. Tell her that no exertion, no watchfulness shall 
be wanting on my part to render me worthy of the chaise.- 
Tell her, Adolphe, — and Heaven witness for me in what 
sincerity I speak,— that I will urge her to no kinder feeling 
in my behalf than " 

** Spare me !" shrieked Estelle, shrinking, and interposing 

her outspread hands as a barrier between them ; for a strange 

and terrible apprehension rushed at that moment into her 

- heart, and sickened it even unto loathing. <' It is not fitting 

' -it is not decent, Monsieur de Rochemere, that I, a new- 
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ijiade widow, should be estposed to such protestations. Yon 
have been my friend, — and I am grateful ; but this trial musi; 
be spared me;" and again weeping bitterly, sheattempt^l 
to fctire into the inner chamber. 

He followed, and most respeotfirifty, yet earnestly, detained 
her. " This is no time, Estelle," said he, gravely, " for 
inistimed delicacy or worldly punctilio ; for death has been 
too busy among us to permit of our indulgence in common 
scruples : else should I not require your commands to respect 
your solitude, — your irritated feelings, — ^your deep affliction. 
But circumstances, or rather your own most urgent peril, 
compels me to speak. You are now b^eft of every natural 
protector; — nay I shrink not from me that I dare to rend 
open those wounds I would gladly die to heal ! You are 
w ithout friends, Estel'e ! — without succour. This very hour 
you may fall into the hands of those to whom murder and 
crime are joyous pastimes : — this very hour your child may 
be torn from your bosom, or thi-QWU with you into the cor^ 
iuptioB of a prison. Say ! — what then are your intentions, 
— what your plans? To whom look you for aid in this 
destitution, — to whom, Estelle, for friendly counsel and conr 
Holation?" 

" To my God only for support, — for peace, to the grave I" 

" But you are a mother I" 

-She bent her tearful face over the head of her boy, and 
laoekly kissed his forehead. " I have not forgotten it — I 
have forgotten noikingf'* she added significantly: then 
wringing her hands in the impetuosity|>f sudden and uncon- 
trollable emotion, she exclaimed, *^ould — would that I 
cotdd indeed forget ! But the horrible events of my lattcsv 
days are written in my heart with characters of fire ; and 
they burn, and will consume this withered bosom !" 

He listened in mournful attention till her paroxysm had 
exhausted itself; and was about to urge once more his anx- 
ious prayers to Madame de Clairville ; when, withdrawing 
her robe from his detaining grasp, she said with composure 
and dignity, " Desist, I pray you, for this one day. To- 
morrow I will be prepared to listen with patience: — till 
then, farewell I" - ^^^ 

He departed, satisfied with this assurance ; but ere ihc ^ 
eairliest dawn of that morrow, Estelle and her child, dis- 
guised as ragged mendicants, had passed the dreaded gates 
of Paris, and were slowly journeying towards Rocquigny. 



OZ TH£ HEKSOi OF tmSLGR. 

A larmed by new and cruel suspicions of the views entertained 
by her onfy remaining protector, she had quitted her abode 
hy stealth before Monica's hour of rising ; and feeble were 
her steps, and bitter were her tears, as she wandered fortii 
hand in hand with her boy, to seek that distant spot where 
perhaps no charitable door might open to receive the de- 
nounced emigrant ! 

The whole of the day they journeyed with painful perseve- 
rance ; their scanty purse oidy permitting them to seek the 
coarsest refreshment, in the humblest houses of entertain- 
ment. On the bench of a common estaminet sat the patient 
and humiliated Comtesse de Clairville, the head of her 
exhausted child pillowed on her bosom ; as he sighed Willi 
the heaviness of fatigue, she pressed him yet closer to hei* 
heart ; and prayed the Almighty, in his own good time, 
to release tliem from further suffering ! 

Towards evening they approached the city of V ; the 

gates of which, being strongly fortified, the travellers were 
subjected to stricter forms and closer scrutiny than they had 
hitherto encountered. The countess was insolently ques- 
tioned by a half-disciplined national soldier ; and upon the 
appearance of some inconsistency in the story she had pre- 
pared, he seized her roughly by the arm, and brutally insult* 
ing her with the coarsest epithets and invectives, he insisted 
on carrying her before his superior officer. 

" Have mercy — have mercy !*' she exclaimed, in unguard- 
ed terror, offering him a considerable bribe. " See ! — my 
bleeding feet — those of my child— confirm the fact of wy 
journey and of my poverty." 

'* You are somewhat prodigal of your gold, my dainty 
dame," he replied, " considering your ragged garments ; 
but we will soon see whether they conceal not something 
above the condition of a Jeanneton ;'* and taking her by the 
shoulders, he forcibly thrust her into a chamber where a 
party of ill-looking men were carousing. 

<' I have brought you a travelling princess, m(m Cokmdy^ 
said the factiooaire, addressing one who appeared to pre^ 
side. " Will you inteirogate her yourself, or shall I convey 
her to tlMrH6tel de ViUe ?" 

In spite of sickness and sorrow, — in spite of a pallid 
countenance and wasted person, — the loveliness and graco 
of Estelle de Clairville were still only too dangerously con- 
spicuous ; and she wa^ now reminded of those forgotteu 

\ 
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cliarma by many voiees^ and in terms whichy to so pure a 
mind, appeared a cruel outrage. Her indignation only pro- 
voked rejoinders still more wounding to her feelings ; and 
at length falling upon her kneeft before themt she l^ed up 
her hands and prayed silently* but fervently. This action^ 
which at the first moment appeared to. startle her half-intoxi- 
cated persecutors, was followed by a general burst of laugh- 
ter from the whole crew, and by a renewal of their licen- 
tious addresses and brutal taunta. 

But their mirth endured not. The door was thrown open* 
and a stately figure in the uniform of a superior officer of 
the National Guard entered the room. They rose hastily 
and in evident consternation as he walked to the head of the 
table ; and tunung towards the still kneeling Estelley he 
raised her with reverence from ^e ground, while he sternly 
demanded her release and that of her son. The command- 
ing officer officiously expressed his anxiety to comply with 
any request of so trusty a servant of the nation as tibe Ci* 
toyen de Rochemore ; and L^on, bowing haughtily in ac- 
knowledgment, without further notice of the astonished 
company, led Madame de Clairville through the guard-room, 
and placed her with Adolphe in a travelling-carriage tliat 
waited at the gate. With eager haste he seated himself be- 
side her ; and they proceeded through the city of V—-, 
on the very road she had intended to traverse. 

As soon as Estelle had recovered the power of speechy 
she attempted with gratefiil eikergyto address her com- 
panion, who was busily employed in restoring the strength 
of her wayworn boy by fbod and cordials. But Lion would 
Ibten to nothing ; and even thioii:^h the darkness she could 
perceive that his tears were falling fast upon the head of hi&: 
son. 

" Why — why should p<ju weep ?" she exclaimed, ♦* What 
have pou to suffisr — what to depleore V* 

<^ Ok I Estelle — ^Estelle!'' he lejoined in deep agitation* 
^ think you that I can be inseasibie to the humiliation of 
beholdiiig yon thus disfigured, tbiB abandoned lo the most 
cmel tri^ a woman's filings cas be doomed to tmdergo? 
¥ou know not,— «yoi} will neveif know, how toiderly you 
have bedft hdm^ by one to whom ycfia slightest wish is 
dearer than Hcave'i's grace \ Oh ! wl^ did you not listen 
to me ;«— why did you not spare me the agony of seeing you 
thiis outf ivsred and insulted ! You escaped firom me, EsteUe, 

5» 
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in the darkiiess ol the night as frma an enemy ; — me, from 
whom alone of all this world jou can now claim respect and 
attention. You are flymg — I know it, — ^I see it, — ^towards 
the lands of Rocquigny ; but you are ignorant that long ago 
they became forfeited to the nation ;•— another lawful pos- 
sessor now holds them." 

Madame de Clairville started. 

" Yes ! — they have been sold, Estelle, as national premier- 
ty ; and it was / who became the purchaser, in order tc^ 
ensure myself the gratification of restoring them hereafter 
to your son. It is therefore my house to which, uncon- 
sciously, you were flying for shelter ;— rand oh I in mercy 
seek it there still, and tji^e only. That house is yours by 
every right : rule it as you list ; — only permit me the dear, 
the dangerous happiness, of sometimes listening to that 
voice, — of sometimes gazing upon that beloved face ?" 

He ventured to take her hand ; — it was cold as the graven 
and as the grave she was silent — <^ You deny me not ? Oh ! 
Estelle, bear with me, then, yet awhile: hear my prayer 
with the patience of compassion. These are not times, a^ 
too well thou knowest, for woman to dwell in unprotected 
isolation ; these are not times for the orphan to keep his 
inheritance, unassisted by powerful protection. If thou 
wouldst thyself escape the horrible dangers of this lawleffii 
season, — If ^hou wouldst save this innocent from new af- 
flictions, — grant me a legal right to defy the whole eartli 
in thy cause. Thou wilt ever behold me, as now, submis- 
sive, respectful, and devoted to thy will ; but since there i^ 
no safety for thee save under my guardianship, give not to 
the vulgar occasion to misrepresent the ties that connect us." 

Madame de Clairville groaned deeply, but replied not in 
words to his entreaties. 

^ K I might dare to boast," continued L6on de Roche- 
more, in a yet more fervent tone, ** I could tell thee, dearest 
Estelle, of long years of sorrow borne for thee; of wasted 
time, — of wasted hopes ; — of duties, of principles, that I 
have abandoned for thy sake ! I perilled my life to save 
those who were dear to thee ; — in spite of thy scorn, I bore 
imprisonment and opprobrium with joy in thy cause. My 
fair fame among those in whose doctrines I was nurtured,-**- 
my earthly honour, — ^nay I— perchance my eternal weat-^ 
hath been forfeited for love of thee alone ! Shudd^pot-*- 
^rink not^-nor say that such unqualified devotiv^ is des*^ 



s 



THIS SEiaH or nsxsum, 5^ 

tined to avail me nothing ! Rather promise that I may be 
permitted to save thee in spite of thyself." 

** Deny not what he seeks of thee, mother, whatever it be," 
whispered Adolphe, gently caressing the weeping Madame 
de Clairville ; " remember, he is oxir only remaining friend I" 

She gazed mournfully up<m the child as the moonlight 
shone through the carriage window on his fair forehead* 
The earnestness of despair was in her look ; and, after some 
jQHoments, she laid her cold hand heavily on that of Roche^ 
more, and said, with calm decision, " It is ordained by a 
mightier will than mine, Rochemore, that i should become 
thy wife ; so therefore let it be." 

Lton was too wise to let one word of exultation or joy 
escape his lips ; he only pressed the hand of the cold and 
almost passive figure by his side, as he eai*nestly implored 
her to go through the civil forms of their union at Rennes, 
on the following morning. 

" As thou wilt," she replied ; " time is now of little ac- 
count. Let me only pray of thee not to deceive thyself ; 
but to believe that my heart cannot enter into these inevi- 
table ties. It hovers over a low and dishonoured grave^ 
Rochemore, which it yearns to share." 

She burst into a flood of bitter tears ; yet, spite of her 
tears— her despair, the artful arguments of her companion 
ceased not till the dawn of morning ; when Mafidame de 
Clairville was reluctantly prevailed upon to go through the 
civil ceremony, — the only marriage rites then sanctioned by 
government, — at the H6tel de Ville of Rennes. Nor could 
a statue of marble have fulfilled the accustomed forms with 
more apparent insensibility to all around her. 



CHAPTER XIV. 

Wedded to both— and yet a wife to neither. 

Otway. 

This condition enforced by Estelle, — ^that these secvet 
nuptials should remain concealed for a time, — ^rendered her 
X^tum to the Chateau de Rocquigny less painful than it 
would otherwise have been. For although the domestics 
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of the' former proprietors had been driven from its walls 
during the pillage to which it had been exposed the pre- 
ceding year, their places had been principally supplied by 
Rochemore from the neighbouring village ; and it was Va- 
lentina herself who came forward, as femme de minage^ to 
receive tlie travellers. 

Her astonishment,— her joy, knew ho bounds on perceiv- 
ing by whom her new lord was accompanied ; and EsteUe 
was no sooner borne into the great hall, than Valentina ca^l 
herself at her feet, and kissed them repeatedly in transports 
of delight. Madame de Clairville had been reported dead : 
and, beloved as she was among the peasants of Rocquigny. 
her safe return could not be hailed but witl^i the liveliest joy* 
In her pale countenance and moumfol insensibility, they only 
discovered tokens of natural and becoming sorrow for those 
whom she had so recently lost, — as well as of the personal 
sufferings she had undergone ; and they trusted that THmte-^^ 
the con^orter — would render back the beauty and vivacitj 
of her youth. 

It is true, Valentina was somewhat mortified that she 
failed to excite the sympathy and indignation of her mis- 
tress, by her florid account of the attack made on the castle 
by one of those marauding bands that were permitted to 
ravage the possessions of the ancienne nMeaatt during the 
most lawless period of the Revolution. She pointed out 
die still blackening rafters of the splendid offices, which had 
been consumed by these incendiaries to alarm the villagers ; 
and, as she led the way through the suite of principal eham- 
bers, she eloquently lamented the loss of the Venetian muv 
Tors, — their former boast, — which had been wantonly dashed 
from the windows upon the rocks below, by t||e plunderers ; 
who were unable to remove them for their own purposes. 
The Buhl furniture, — the Gobelins tapestry, — the carpets 
of la Sa/Dontierie^ — the Dresden porcelain, — ^the family por- 
traits, which retraced the house of Rocquigny to the age of 
Henri ILy — all had disappeared in the hour of pillage ; and 
the chateau, whose elegance of decoration had been for- 
merly one of the marvels of the province, now presented 
the dreary spectacle of bare walls and naked parquets. Es* 
telle dragged herself slowly along upon the arm of Roche- 
more ; her feelings absorbed in far different observatioitti» 
and regrets ; when Valentina^ importantly selecting a aew 
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key from her bancb, unlocked the door of the jsttite formerly 
occupied by her young lady. 

On passing suddenly from the cold and desolate cham^r 
bers they had left, nothing could be more striking than the 
profuse and well-distributed elegance of this fairy abode« 
All that modem Parisian refinement could offer, was libe- 
rally bestowed aroimd ; and it would have been difficult t^ 
detect one error of taste in its new decorations. Yet Es- 
telle gazed around her in evident disgust ; nor did the whis^ 
pered assurances of L^on. '< It was in the trust thou wouldst 
one day return to thy home that all this was ejQTected,'' 
procure him one gratifying conunent of surprise or satis- 
faction. 

" If I may be permitted to choose," said she, coldly, " I 
shall select for my abode the rooms formerly occupied by 
— by her whom I have lost." 

The following morning, all that could be removed of th^> 
furniture destined to her use was placed in the apartments 
o£ the late Mar6chale : but she hastily desured they mighjt 
be returned to their first destination. 

" They accord not with my taste, far less with my feel- 
ings," she observed haughtily, appropriating to herself, at 
the same time, such plain and antique furniture as had beeu 
beneath the notice of the plundeiers of the castle. 

From the moment of her return to the Chateau de Roc- 
quigny, Estelle neither wished nor attempted to repass itJu 
gates ; and as she might have been subjected to arrest at 
any time, Rochemore was delighted with her voluntary se- 
clusion. Lost in bitter reflections, she would sit for bourse 
motionless and unobservant ; and much of her solitary day 
was set apart for private and austere devotion. The rest 
of her time she gave to the education of her boy, who was 
now of an age to profit by her instructions ; and the recrea- 
tion of her gloomy existence was an evening walk on the 
battlements or glaciSf hand in hand with her little pupil. 
-For some time Rochemore attempted not to molest her by 
more than occasional visits ; but perceiving, by the change- 
less indifference of her demeanour, that this delicacy wa£i 
unobserved, he sought to augment, by degrees, their lengtli 
and frequency. Coldly passive,— cruelly submissive, — she 
mailed no consciousness of the change. At length, unable 
longer to repress his feelings, he scarcely left her side ; — 
and still, she evinced neither displeasure nor surprise. He 
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began to imagine that the observation of others was a re*- 
straint upon Estelle ; and he therefore appointed Valentina 
and her husband, Felix, whose former service in the Roc- 
quigny family obtained them familiar access to their mis- 
tress, — to the charge of the ClairTille mansion and estatee^ 
of which he had recently become the purchaser ; and hp . 
OontuSKied to pensicm off her attendants, and to replace them 
with others from Paris. 

The countess neither remonstrated, nor seemed relieved 
by their absence; nor could the studied solicitude hourly 
displayed by Rochemore for her comfort and happinesst, 
procure him one kind word — one kind look in return. She 
fulfilled with punctilious exactness her appointed duties, but 
further he prevailed riot. Like the victim of the ancient 
tyrant, he was chained to a lifeless body ; — like the fabled 
Eastern prince, he beheld his bride turn to a statue of mar- 
ble on his approach I 

If there be a superlative torment of human nature, it 13 
that of dwelling in hourly companionship with one to whom . 
our affections are tenderly devoted, and who repays 010? 
attachment with the deference of respectful indifference. 
Hatred had been comparatively easy to endure ; but to feel 
continually within reach of that return of love he so decplj 
coveted, to indulge in a still disappointed hope of exciting 
warmer feelings in his favour, was, in truth, a harder triaV 
than any he had hitherto borne for her sake. 

Once indeed he was startled by finding his caresses re- 
pelled with a momentary expression of abhorrence ; and 
this circumstance gratified the unhappy Leon with the long-- 
desired opportunity of pleading his cause, and of appealing 
once more against her cruel injustice. But Estelle was 
only too ready to acknowledge her error, too willing to im- 
plore his forgiveness ; and he was once more cursed by her 
Unrepining submission. 

This passing expression of involuntary disgust, aroso 
from a dreadful suspicion that at times perplexed the mind 
of the afiiicted countess. She fimcied that those beloved 
beings whom she had lost, might have been betrayed by the 
information of Rochemore into the hands of their destroyers ; 
iind that she herself had only been involved in a web of dif- 
ficulties by his subtle arts, in order to be ostentatiously 
liberated through his interference. But when she looked 
iTpon her rescued boy^ and considered all the dangers and 
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BUflferingg brSivcd by Leon de Rochemore in her service, she 
was prompt to accuse herself of ingratitude and injustice, 
and to return to that wifelike allegiance which was bitter- 
ness to her heart. 

Thus afflicted — thus bowed unto the dust — thus chained 
to the horrors of a revolting connexion, — Estelie— or must 
I call her so ? — Madame de Rockemore grew pale andniore 
feeble ; and her cheek, that had long forgotten the l^ulse 
of a smile, assumed the temperament as well as the hue of 
monumental alabaster. At the time of her marriage, Leon 
had, in a moment of self-abandonment, remonstrated with 
her on the danger and impropriety of the black robes she 
wore. Without a murmur, she replaced them with others 
of bridal whiteness ; and from that period she appeared 
"rottcc me Wane." The peasants of the neighbouring vil- 
lages, therefore, who beheld her in the twilight slowly pacing 
the lonely glacis, might be pardoned for mistaking her for 
^e disembodied spirit of the former Chatelaine ; and as her 
return was as strictly concealed as the danger of her posi- 
tion rendered necessary, such an error probably conduced 
to her safety. 

" Adolphe," said she, one evening, to her son, as they 
we»e pursuing together their solitary walk, " although tiion 
strt yet a child, much peril and much sorrow have tended to 
mature thy mind; and notwithstanding that thou mayest 
not perfectly understand all I am about to say — ^yet, there 
-will eome a time, boy, — ^a time, when thy mother will be at 
rest — ^that thou wilt recur to her words, and eherish them> 
dnd comprehend their import.'* 

He pressed her hand, to mark his attention. 

** Thou art surprised, Adolphe, to see tlie constancy of 
my grief — of -the tears that fail not, although life itself is 
failing ! Yet have wo witnessed many sorrows, both public 
' and personal. The throne and the altar of our native 
country overthrown — its sovereigns murdered on the scaf- 
fold ; — our family heritage wrested from us, to become the 
portion of the stranger ; and last, and oh ! more cruel than 
all, our dearest and best dragged forth to a death of shame ! 
—Yet it is not for this — it is not for theniy Adolphe, I grieve 
— for I could lay down my head in their grave and be at 
rest. It is tiiou, my child, it is for thy preservation that 1 
have doomed myself to still deeper misery. I had trusted 
fa share the wedded affection of but one on earth ,— to 
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dwell in his bosom while life endured, and partake kis im* 
mortality hereafter. Boy — this happiness is denied me ! I 
am become a polluted wife ! — and the husband of my youth 
will revile me when I seek him in a better land." She 
looked wildly around, and her haggard countenance grew 
terrible as she spake. 

*«^lolphe," she continued, " this sorrow — this curse — ^is 
but wk just denunciation of Heaven ; for I dared to outrage 
the vows made in its name by wedding with one who, in my 
marriage hour, I loved not with the surpassing affection I 
professed ; and the falsehood of my lips was heavily regisf- 
tered against me ! Yet the Almighty is my witness hotv 
earnestly, I strove to efface " 

<< Estelle !" said a voice from behind, interrupting her, 
^ these late walks — this agitation, the fruit of a disordered 
sensibility — are most pernicious to thy feeble frame. Re- 
turn, dearest, to thy chamber ;" and Rochemore, replacing 
her son, whom he despatched onwards, came forward to 
support her. 

<^ Turn not from me, refuse not to lean upon my arm P' 
he whispered, with affection. <<Alas! why must these tears 
Still and ever remind me of the unwelcome ties that unite 
Us ? Why — why wilt thou turn with persevering sorrow to 
the grievous past ? Shouldst thou not rather strive to ren- 
der Siat existence endurable, which still lies lengthening 
before us ? Thou hast scarcely numbered half the yearff 
appointed for the age of mankind ; and may not the re- 
maining half bring duties and joys and ties of its own, to 
cfiace &e remembrance of our youth ? Oh ! Estelle, rejeet 
not the means of happiness which Providence has placed at 
fhy disposition ; trust me, thou art blessed with much that 
many lack. Thy child is spared to thee — ^tlie inheritance 
of thy fathers is restored to him — and thou hast wealth at 
command. Nay ! scorn not that which gives thee powei> 
^t least, to comfort the unfortunate. 

^*And brighter prospects are opening around us. A 
milder policy begins to animate our national councils'; 
France may finally attain a state of undisturbed freedom 
and peace, and all will be well. For m^^aZ/v" he added, in 
a closer whisper, " may I not for myself add me prayei? — 
me word of remonstrance ? There was a time when Leon 
needed them not to ensure thy gentle interpretation ; — there 
was a time— when, perhaps, he less merited thy grace^tiiat 
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this hand was not snatched so harshly from his graa(p v-*and 
would thjLt he had died ere that hour of confidence and hap- 
piness was hlotted from his destiny ! But may I not uige 
once more the fondness — the constancy of my devotion, as 
a plea to thy forbearance ? Oh ! Estelle, Estelle !~didst 
thou know how deep the wound inflicted by these averted 
looks — didst thou dream the hours of solitary agony ensured 
by thy coldness — thou wouldst in mercy, if not in jtistice, 
address thyself to kinder practices !" 

" We cannot recall the p^t — we cannot recall the dead,^ 
murmured Estelle. f^' ' 

"Nay, then," exclaimed Rochemore, despairingly, "if 
for nothing I have wrought so earnestly — if my life hath been 
utterly spent in vain— let me no longer endure this torment 
— ^this bitter torment of thine unwilling possession. I will 
go hence, and for ever 1 TAott shalt be free ; and for me, I 
will but shelter me as heretofore in that savage land which 
has been kinder to me than the country of my fathers I" 

"Not so,— oh! no, no!" said Estelle wildly, "let not 
mine ingratitude drive forth my only friend. Bear with me 
yet awhile, Rochemore : forgive my petulance, — but speak 
not of leaving us !" 

Cheered by these flattering assurances, Leon left her to com- 
pose her spirits in solitude; and sallied forth in the twilight 
to indulge in his own more gratifying prospects. 

Half a year had elapsed since Estelle' had become his 
bride. The summer blossoms had come and gone, and the 
sadness of autumn was again spread over the neighbouring 
valleys. Of the various political changes that had rapidly 
succeeded each other in the ili^ropolis during the season 
of his retirement, all were alike unfelt and unfeared by the 
Citoyien Rochemore. His personal influence, and the secret 
sources of wealth which his provident address had devised 
without exciting suspicion of their extent, secured him from 
danger during the early period of the Revolution ; and as 
he had since retired to obscurity, without seeking to thwart 
the plans of others, or aiming at the acquirement of either 
political power or political fame, he attracted not the enmity 
of rivals, or the discontent of the fickle rabble. The estates 
of Rocquigny and Giairville were known to have been 
already completely devastated ; and the presence of the 
supposed Madame de Clairville and her son secured them 
from being denounced to the spoliators as possessing fresh 

Vol. n.— 6 
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claims to attention ; who wera prepared to mark their adlie- 
reace to their new lord by aay active support he might re- 
quire.. * 

. Thus securey—^thus rich in the possession of all that had 
erer been precious in his estima^iog^ Leon de Rochemore 
could not look on the prospi^ts of his future life without 
exultation ; nor repress an expectation, that restored health 
And the influence of religion over her mind would renew 
in the heart of his wife, if not her early predilection in his 
favour, at least the becoming love due to her lawful husbaiid. 
As he walked rapidly along, — his step as elastic as the feel 
ings of his heart, — he perceived a boy loitering suspiciously 
about the entrance of the chateau, notwithstanding the in> 
quiries of the porter whether he wished to enter. At length 
Rochemore himself advanced to question the child, whose 
perplexity and equivocation soon excited his anger ; desiring 
him to declare his business on peril of being thrown over 
the drawbridge. Thus menaced, the boy drew a letter from 
his bosom, addressed to ^< Madame la d-devant ConUease de 
ClairmUe^ au secret ;" — and ran crying away. The extra- 
ordinary terms of the direction roused the suspicions of Leon, 
and tearing open the envelope, he had some difficulty in de 
ciphering the following lines : 

Du Chdteau de Clairville. 

'' MlJCH-HONOVBED MaDAM, 

'< I have something of the utmost consequence to commu- 
nicate ; and I have therefore desired my son to deliver this 
letter to none but your own hands. And yet I hardly know 
what I have to fear, for Felix assures me that my news will 
be welcome and precious both to you and our good lord j 
but I have heard and seen many things lately which lead me 
to fear otherwise ; and I therefore implore you to send me 
instant information how we are to proceed : it may save 
much misery — it may even save bloodshed ! 

" Last night, Madame, after we had retired to rest, wft 
were disturbed by two p«x)r travellers, who claimed hospi- 
tality ; and when weiiad admitted them, — in these ragged 
and despised vagrants, we discovered — arm yourself, Kdy- 
with courage to hear the fact, — summon all your fortitude 
to bear the shock — we discovered the Count de Clairville 
and his sister, Mademoiselle Louise, who had so long been 
reputed dead !-- -Oh ! how greatly is he changed by his lon^ 
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iinprisonment ! — and the poor young lady is so exhaiiste(i 
by the fatigues and afflictions she has undergone, that I fear 
she will scarcely survive till you receive this. They have 
escaped from prison somewhere in the south, and have tra- 
velled hither on foot, and chiefly by night, for they are still 
in peril of their lives ; so I have concealed them in th^^ 
upi^er grenier of the chateau, till I receive your c<Hnmands. 
" In reply to the Count's' anxious inquiries, I have 
acknowledged, Madame, that I know you to be Iwing and 
fcell, as also the Comte Adolphe ; but I have not presumed 
to inform him that you inhabit Rocquigny, in consequence 
of the sad fears I entertain on your account ; and Monsieur 
le Comte is so occupied with his dying sister, that he has 
not at present time to examine me closely. But pray, 
Madame la Comtesse, deign to relieve my difficulties with- 
out delay ; and oh ! if the forebodings of my heart should be 
just, may the good God enlighten and protect you in thif 
dreadful emergency ! 

" Your devoted obedient Servant, 

" Valetjtinb Hurthelle.'- 

Leon de Rochemore was rooted to the spot on which he 
perused this horrible letter ; — he was stricken into stone ! 
For although it was too true that he had himself betrayed 
the Comte de Clairville in his flight to the tribunal of Lyons, 
he had received certain information that his victim had 
perished in a genern.l assassination of prisoners that had 
taken place in that devoted city. In pursuance of this per- 
suasion, he had industriously circulated the report of thp 
death of the Comte, in order that it might reach the ear ot 
Estelle through various channels ; and having inserted para- 
graphs to the same effect in many foreign and Parisian 
journals, they had remained uncontradicted during the con- 
fusion and universal bloodshed that prevailed previous to 
the fall of Robespierre. But he was totally unprepared for 
this most awful refutation 1 — and he ground his teeth with 
agony, and tore his hair like a madman in the bittcniess of 
his despair ! 

" I knew that I had played the part of a iicnd to make 
her my wife ; but I believed her mine as lawfully as the^ 
existing enactments would permit; — I believed her min^ 

by ties so tender, so holy-— so " and he laughed with 

amotion that resembled insanity, while tears choked hi? 
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Utterance. For at the same moment to deepen the horror 
of his position, he recollected the certainty he had that day 
acquired, that Estelle was ahout to hecome a mother ;■ — and 
he remembered his own eager, fond anticipations, that his 
new tie might renew her attachment to life, and soften her 
heart towards the father of her child ! 

He sat him down on the base of the lofty arch, and wept 
till his heart was relieved. Then, feeling that not a moment 
must be lost in hesitation he ordered his horse to be pre- 
pared ; and slowly took his way towards the chamber of hi* 
•Estelle: 



CHAPTER XV. 

She died — ^but not alone ; she held within 
A seeond principle of life, that might 
Have dawned a pure and sinless child of sin I 
Blossom and bough lie withered with one blight. 

Btrox. 

Estelle looked up from the book she was reading a^ 
Rochemore, attired for a journey, stood before her. " Thoii 
hast then deceived me," she said mournfully ; "thou art still 
resentful, and wilt forsake me at last !" And as she spoke 
she tendered him her hand with tearful eyes, and a look ol 
greater interest than she had yet betrayed in his favour, — a 
look almost like those of eld. 

This was an unexpected trial. He had been prepared 
&r a cold adieu ; and her unusual softness went straight to 
his heart : he turned away, and covered his face with his 
hands to conceal his agony. 

*<Nay, pardon me," she said, in a sad and tremulous 
voice, " pardon me once again, Rochemore ; — ^be as thou 
hast ever been, indulgent and much enduring for my sake. 
Forgive my waywardness, and teach me to deserve thr 
patience." 
^ He turned suddenly towards her ; and kneeling doufi 
\lenmly before her, he gently took her two hands within 
A3 own, and pressed them fervently, though silently, to hi<« 
heart — his forehead, his lips ! — and as they were clasped Xv 
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his bosom, she felt scorching tears falling heavily upon them. 
Still more softened, still morg penitent for her supposed 
offence, she bent towards him, and for the first and last 
time imprinted a voluntary kiss upon his brow. " This is 
no common emotion," whispered Estelle, as he knelt at hei' 
feet — " nor dost thou contemplate a common absence." 

" It wiU be at least a brief one, lady, — or an eternal one," 
continued he, apart, as the rose and stood in stately stern- 
ness by her side. " Thoi^ hast given me cause to wish it 
brief indeed. Fare thee well, Estelle! fare thee well, 
dearest — most beloved 1 Pray ifor me to-night ; an<i if I 
return not, pray for me as long as thou canst retain the 
remembrarice of one over whose destiny thy love was the 
prevailing influence !— of one who cherished thee, even 
when most thou wert disdainful and unjust ; and who, in 
thy gentler hour, thine earlier season of tenderness, loved 
thee with the softness, tlie weakness of a woman I Yet, why 
should I speak of this ?" he continued, dashing the lingering 
tears from his cheek ; *' this is a dark hour, and I am bound 
on a quest whose perils delay will but aggravate. Seek not 
to dissuade me, my beloved ; I roust instantly hence ; — there- 
fore, farewell !" 

Sre rose and refused not his embrace. But as he held 
her to his heart, a sudden shudder ran through his frame ; 
and throwing her forcibly from him, he rushed out of the 
room', — out of the castle ; and mounting his^ horse, he rode 
furiously towards the Chgiteau de Clairville. 

Well armed, and resolute as despair could make him, he 
emerged from the forest of Rocquigny, and beheld the halls 
of Clairville, standing in the moonlight in calm and lonely 
grandeur. The recollections of his youth came over hk 
mind like a dream, as he advanced towards them; and 
fastening his horse to an iron stancheon, he knocked for 
admittance. 

The alarm of Felix as he unbarred the portal would have 
excited the suspicions of Rochemore even had he been un- 
aware of the Count's concealment in the Chlteau. With 
a cool but determined air he took his pistols from the 
holsters, and stuck them in his belt ; then turning towards 
the agitated Felix, he desired him to lead the way to thft 
hiding-place of the Comte de Clairville. The man started, 
and seemed irresolute ; when Rochemore calmly observed, 
*' You may perceive, my good fellow, that I am in no mood 

( ■ «* 
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for trifliag ; therefore^ presui2e not to rouse my resenimeiiiL 
But, remember ! whatever may betide between Clairville and 
myself, — whether bloodahe<f or even death, — remain thou in 
tlie chamber. I must have an honest witness that no unfair 
advantage prevailed on either side.'' 

Somewhat reassured by this request, Felix took a lamp in 
his hand, and conducted the impatient Rochemore up several 
narrow staircases, till they reached a low door. 

" Surely — surely," he exclaimed, with sudden recollections 
^'you will not disturb him now. He is watching by the 
body of the nun, his poor sister, who died this morning.'' 

Leon started — ^but again motioned to him to open the 
door. A dolemn sight struck them on entering ! 

In the centre of the vast and gloomy gremer^ extended 
on a lit de sanghf lay the emaciated body of Louise de 
Clairville — of Rochemore's destined bride. It was sur- 
rounded by as many tapers as Valentina had been able to 
procure ; ihe light of which, while it served to scare the 
reptiles from their prey, rendered the darkness of the vast 
chamber beyond awfully visible ! The spotless whiteness 
of the wasted features of the dead, — ^the holy serenity of 
her countenance, which was even as that of a saint who 
bath passed unto her rest, — ^the stillness of the lonely spot^ 
— all tended to calm the angry passions of the destroyer as 
he gazed earnestly upon the couch of death. Then walk- 
ing slowly and sternly towards Clairville, who sat near, 
absorbed in the deepest abstraction, he addressed him in a 
low voice. 

The afflicted mourner rose in indignant surprise at the 
disturbance, and replied, — ^^ Rochemore ! I have been long 
aware that 'tis to thee I am indebted for mine and yonder 
released sufferer's betrayal and persecution. I shall find a 
time to thank thee as thou deservest ; but the presence of 
the dead forbids all violence now." 

<< No !" exclaimed Leon, fiercely, << the dead are fitting 
witnesses for deeds of death! Or thou— -or I, Clairville^ 
must fall this night ; for the whole world contains not space 
for both. Choose^ therefore, between these weapons, and J 
take thy ground," i 

<* Never I'* said Clakrille, rejecting the instrument of ^ 
death, " never will I be guilty of tiiis sacrilegious act." -r* 

" How !" rejoined Rochemore ; " not when I glory 1: ^f^M 
Qiy face in havitig denounced thee2^ia having secuif ^^ ^^^^ 
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myseif these, the possessions of thine ancestry,— while thou 
art sm alien and a beggar?" 

Clairviile moved his hand in angry gesticulation ; but 
Christian forbearance, and the sight of the sainted form that 
lay hushed in calm repose by his side, onee more prompted 
him to refuse the pistol. 

'^ Coward !" shouted Leon de Rochemore, with redoublec! 
fury, <<8anst thou forego so fak* an occasion for revenge ? -^ 
will nothing move thee? — Nay, then, hear the worst t 
Thy wife — 5iy chaste wife— thy vaunted Estelle is mtite-— ^ 
my mistress ! — lives in my arms — ^lavishes her kisses upon 
me " 

The Count de Clairviile seemed to rise from the spot 
whereon he stood, so proudly did his heart swell within him 
for a moment. He rusdied forward, and seized the pistol 
from the hand of his adversary; then exclaiming '^ Fire!" 
he levelled it at the heart ot Leon. 

Rochemore fired his pistol at random ; and as he received 
the fatal charge in his breast, he sprang into the air, and 
fell lifeless on the floor. 

The Count, breathless with agitation, stooped to contem*- 
plate his fallen foe ; and a gloomy feeling of remorse for a 
QMMXient depressed his mind. Although he had been wan- 
tonly compelled to the fatal deed, he grieved while he 
retraced, in the distorted features of his victim, the beloved 
companion of his early years I 

Some incoherent expressions that escaped the trembling 
Felix, as he composed the scattered limbs of the departed^ 
gave rise, however, to far different emotions. They re- 
called the taunts^ the horrid revilings oi Rochemore to 
bis mind. 

« Answer me, Felix, as thou hopest salvation— is my mk 
— is the woman of whom he spake, at Rocqui^y ?" 

«Sheis,«ir." 

" Enough — ^my doubts will soon be ended. But, oh ! mer- 
ciful Providence, why did I return — why was I rescued 
from death, for this more, awful trial !" 

He strode away from the fatal chamber ; — for what now 

availed concealment or security ! He left *^ the dead to 

bury their dead ;" and»«like an avenging spirit, he stalked 

in solitary might through the gray morning air, turning 

^^^. towards that home wherein all the hopes of his after life 

H^ were gathered in dreadful obscurity. 

"Yon 
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The horse left by Roclicmore still stood at the wicket ; 
Jie mounted it, and rode on as fast as its weariness would 
permit. At length he reached the castle. 

His face was unknown to the strange servant whom he 
roused from his sleep to admit him ; but there was some- 
thing in his awful look and determined mien that allowed of 
no parley. Unmolested, he ascended the- stair — the well- 
known stair, — and entered various chambers in pursuit of 
the object of his inquiry. , At length he reached the apart- 
ment inhabited by the late Marechale. jf 

Eslelle, who had been deeply impressed by the solemnity 
of Rochemore's advice, and agitated by many interesting 
reflections, had [)assed the greater part of the night in the 
lefreshing coolness of her balcony. It was the first time 
she had been left alone in the chateau since her sad nuptials ; 
and grievous thoughts and recollections had oppressed hei- 
in her solitude. The days, the companions, the errors of 
her youth had risea before her mind ; and tlie very chamber 
she inhabited had painfully called to remembrance the words 
of her early lover — ^^Let them live in misery^ and die in 
shame V^ 

Towards morning, wearied by long watching and lone*- 
weeping, she had retired to a sofa ; for the dawning twiliight 
dissuaded her from seeking her pillow. She had kissed, 
and blessed, and prayed by her sleeping child ; and with a 
heart heavy with indefinable apprehensions, she lay down, 
habited in a long loose WTapper, to rest 

The sufferer slept, — but not long. An unusual noise hj 
the chamber roused her from her slumbers ; and as she un- 
closed her eyes, she beheld the pale stern countenance oi' 
Clairville bending closely over her face ! 

She started, she strove to wake, — for she believed herrself 
still dreaming; — in vain I the dreadful vision departed, not. 
— lie was there ! — his breath was on her cheek ; and in his 
eyes an agonized expression of mingled love and horror ! 

" Estelle 1" said a solemn voice — But at that moment the 
door of her apartment was burst open ; and it was quickly 
filled by a company of gendarmerie ; who, having detected 
traces of the fugitive prisoners, had followed the count from 
Clairville to Rocquigny faster than his jaded horse could 
bear him. 

^* We arrest you, in the name of the directory, Emestp 
ei-devant Comte de Chdrmlley as having escaped from pri< 
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ssonin the city of Lyons;*' an^, taking some heavy ironf^ 
from the hands of one of his followers, the officer who held 
the warrant added insolently, " and this time, at least, you 
shall find it difficult to break bounds.'' 

These words, and the sound of the fetters which they fast- 
ened to the limbs of the count, brought a maddening convic- 
tion to the mind of Estellc. The whole truth, — ^the horroi- 
of her own position, occurred to her at once ! — Leon — Clair- 
vile — herself'—m what situations did they relatively stand ? 
— She knew not — she felt not — for her mind waa already' 
estranged. 

The men were too much occupied with their prisoner 
to obser^'e her motions. Unregarded, she rose slowly from 
her couch, and with the hissing gibber and horrible glare of 
insanity, she passed her fingers through her dishevelled hah* 
as she stood regarding their movements. Then, with fixed 
eyes and a stealthy pace, she crept across the room to the 
still open window, and in an instant reached the parapet of 
the balcony ! 

Too late their eyes were attracted to the spot. They saw 
her white robe flutter for a moment, and lo I a heavy fall 
beneath announced the consummation of her destiny. One 
of the soldiers looked over the balustrade, and saw a white 
figure suspended in the dreadful depth below, upon a ledge 
of rock over which blood was slowly oozing, " It is all over,'" 
said the man ; << she is dead !'^ 

Ernest de Clairville was carried back unresistingly to 
prison : he bore his trial without defence or comment, and 
perished in the same calm insensibility ! 

The only mark of recognition he gave, from the moment 
of his arrest, was by turning away with a shudder of horror 
when, as his party wound round the rocks on which thechi- 
teau de Rocquigny is situated, he beheld two peasants climb- 
ing upwards towards a white object ; on which a village 
crowd was gazing with terror and lamenting ! 

That ledge of rock has since been removed by chisel and 
mallet : for Adolphe de Clairville yet lives ; and the expia- 
tory chapel erected on that memorable spot, bears bis name* 
united with that of— Estdle / 
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«* O Teh ! my heart is bothered with 'em for stories. I don't knt^w 
tvhat 111 tell you. Are you 'cute at all ? 

I don't know ; only middling I believe. 

Well t I'll tell you a story of one that flogged Europe fox cute ■ 
aeBS l" 

Munster Festivals, 
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A FAIEY TALE WITHOUT A FAIKY. 



CHAPTER L 

*^ II est des terns et des lieuz 
Ou le grave et le s^rieux 
Ne valent pas d'agr^ables sornettes." 

Pcau d\in€. 

Who does not know Westerburg, the prettiest town on 
the frontier of the Tyrol ? 

Extending its wide and regular streets along the banks 
of a navigable river — clear, and pure, and rapid as the 
mountain streams which feed its current ; stretching the 
scattered habitations of its prosperous suburbs far up the 
fringed hill-sides, which gradually ascend to the high Alpine 
summits above — Westerburg lies sheltered in the very heart 
t)f a vale, rendered healthful and cheerful by the active 
course of a stream whose vehemence is strangely contrasteil 
with the stillness of the scenery around its shores. 

This little secluded city might boast the repose of the 
Happy Valley, without its dulness ; — the romance of old 
Venice, without its noisy traffic ; — the cleanliness of Eng- 
land, the animation of France ; and at the same time a 
charm of mingled courtliness and simplicity, peculiar to 
itself. W^here else do the ancient poplars reflect their co- 
lumnar majesty upon the surface of the waters, while high 
above their lofty heads, the pine-trees stretch their giant 
iimbl, from among toppling crags, into the clear blue sky 
that smiles in scorn upon their Titan-pride ? — Where else 
hangs the caper from the wall, and the pomegranate from the 
tree, during the summer season ; while the winter prolongs 
its frosts tliat the sledges may glide cheerily down the glassy 
hills ? — Where else do the ensculptured effigies of znitred 
saints guard in solemn array the bridge of many arches span- 
Vox. IL.~7 
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niiig the rolling stream ; while a simple pine-trecy — ^tifi*^ 
barked and rude, — is flung across the little torrent that 
GOmes foaming and wrangling to swell the tide beneath it? 
granite stren^ ? — Where else does Italy, with her smile? 
and flowers, come wooing the ancient Teutonic genius of 
the northern forests ? — Where else does the cordial excel- 
lence of German guilelessness unite itself with the graceful 
refinement of Western Em-ope ? 

It was pi-obably this rare combination of natural and arti- 
ficial endowments, which induced the widowed Queen of Wes- 
terania to select a spot thus gifted for her dowager residence. 
Blessed with three little daughters, lovely, and sprightly. 
and intelligent as the princesses of a fairy tale, but wanting^ 
that rest and stay of dowager dignity, — a son, — to perpetu-' 
ate the honours of her house, the young queen had been 
destined to behold her ascendant star sink for ever amid 
clouds of obscurity, ere it had seemed to attain half its me- 
ridian lustre. But this was the least of her grievances ; 
nor had her afllicted heart leisure to note the transition. 
Paulina, although born of a royal line, pure in its descent 
from the mighty Wittekind, possessed as soft a heart be- 
neath her ermined mantle, as ever beat under the laced 
bodice of a vintager's daughter ; but so fortunately had its 
tender impulses been directed by Providence and the alma- 
nack of Saxe-Gotha, that she had actually been united in 
marriage with the man of ail others calculated to secure her 
iiappiness ; — a man so completely the hero of her romance, 
that had he been born in an inferior station she must neccs- ' 
sarily have consented to die for his sake. Fortunately he 
chanced to be King of Westerania, and to add the charm 
of a crown unto tlie graces of an accomplished cavalier ; 
so Paulina was left to the more agreeable alternative of 
living for him, and sharing his throne and his heart ; — and 
she did live for him, — solely, and in the happiest confidence 
of wedded tenderness. Strange as it appears to. record 
such a destiny of a woman and a queen, it may be safely 
aflSrmed that not one single cloud passed over her head fxom 
her coronation-day, to that on which 9he bent in hopeless 
grief over the dying bed of her husband and sovereign. 

" I could wish to have been spared yet a few years, my 
Paulina t^' said he to his weeping consort. ^' Since Heaven, 
ba^ deigned to place but a bai*ren sceptre in my grasp* I 
^ifldcgladljr have beheld mir lovely girls matured isto wo^ 
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^ iiaanhood ; and perhaps have ensured the acceptance of my 

; |)eople for a grandson. But this, alas ! can never be ; I 

am summoned to a mightier kingdom^ — ^and thou, Paulina^ 

> juust supply my place with my helpless children. Watch 

over their happiness, — direct their affections, — teach them. 

to be lovely and beloved as thyself ; and some dying heart 

•^ . will hereafter bless them, as I do now the dearest and best 

.. *«f wives." 

• His Majesty of Westerania hastily kissed the brows o<* 
- the little tremibling princesses who knelt by his bedside ; and 
.. ere his confessor could be summoned, or his ministers as- 
* semblcd, he breathed a parting benediction to the agonized 
^.Paulina. In a few days he was sleeping in the royal mauso- 
Jeum, — wrapped in crimson velvet and oblivion. 

"lie roi est mort — Vive le roiP^ cried the sycophants of 
• the court ; and the cries of tlie widowed queen were over- 
powered by the acclamations of the heralds, and of the wise 
men, who were vociferous in hailing the rising sun. — 
The dead Hon lay neglected, and the living dog reigned in 
fais stead. — Is this universal lesson lost to the princes of the 
earth ? Can any royal heart be blind to the certainty that 
its ashes will be one day trodden under foot by the herd of 
jackals who are scrambling towards the new throne ? 

If the mind of a king could be open to so degrading a 
fact, the new sovereign of Westerania was probably enlight- 
ened on the subject. Acute, cool, discerning, — ^something 
of a humorist, and more of a philanthropist, Ferdinand 
• had been trained in the severe school of royal cadetship. 
He had been debarred from all prospect of succession by 
the existence of several elder brothers, as well as by the 
prospects arising from the happy marriage of the reigning 
severeign ; and during the last twenty years, he' had lived to 
be forgotten by all the world ; saving his regiment, and the 
little frontier town of his royal brother's dominions assigned 
to his government, and for his subsistence. He was a man 
of inactive habits and unambitious character ; and he would 
have been well contented to remain as stationary as the 
«entry-boxes that mouldeftd away at the entrance of \m 
grass -grown court-yard, had it not pleased Providence ro 
afflict him in holy wedlock with a princess^ who could never 
reconcile herself to the destiny averting from her own head 
one of the numerous matrimonial crowns showered down 
upon tljc archdutchesses her sisters. From her early youth 
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slie had been accumulating a treasury of despotic principles 
and arbitrary feelings, for the benefit and governance of hei* 
o:xpected subjects ; bat as her hand had chanced to be ac- 
corded to a pitiful younger brother, — ^heir neither apparent 
nor presumptive to any earthly dignity beyond the palti\ 
government of a frontier province, her highnesses sense of 
retributive justice had determined her to bestow upon his 
single person the result of all the maxims of government 
she had acquired for the advantage of her people. Prince 
Ferdinand had, therefore, the good fortune to be as hen- 
pecked a husband as the poorest burgess finding refugo 
iVom his domestic plagues in skittles and schnapps through- 
out his brother's dominions. Thus only can the historian 
imagine a motive for his royal highness's singular selection 
of a passetenis for his leisure hours. Armoury in all it? 
branches was his single hobby ; as if the ringing of a sledge- 
hammer were alone capable of deafening the tinfamarre of 
feminine expostulation which rattled in his eaiM9k>m morn 
till night. ^m 

Thus harassed, and thus scantily gifted witMBpleasurcs 
and privileges promised by a royal birth, Prih<^T*'erdinand 
seemed destined to vegetate among files and 'vices, — steel 
and iron ; — when Death was pleased to befriend one whom 
all mankind conspired to overlook. His wife — died ; and 
tliat at the very period when the decease of his two elder 
brothers began to open her views towards the throne ; — tho 
following year the reigning sovereign himself was snatched 
away. 

This last stroke, however, was far from being so endura- 
ble a calamity as the previous mortality of the family. 
Ferdinand' loved his brothef witli the cordial warmth of 
fraternal affection, and reverenced with an equal sincerity 
his conscientious discharge of the mighty duties of hi,< 
station. Persuaded that he was himself incapacitated for 
fulfilling those duties with similar wisdom and perseverance^, 
no one grieved witli truer sympatliy over the evil destiny 
which had blighted one of the happiest mina^es in Germany^ 
than the new King of Westerania. To recede from hb^ 
Ippointed path was, however, impossible; and even the 
expression of his modest doubts whether the execution of 
his regaUf unctions would redound to his own credit, or ta 
the profit* Jof his people, was quickly ovei-power^d i^iby, the 
clamorq^ flattery of his brother's courtiers. Durki^ hits 
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flying moments they had ventured upon a perilous voyage 
of discovery, along the forgotten road leading to Ferdinand's 
frontier seat of petty government ; in order to assure the 
majesty expectant, that the eyes of all Germany had long 
fixed themselves on his secluded retreat; — that an era of 
new hopes had dawned upon Westerania ; — and that the 
wisest and best of princes was at length vouchsafed to the 
prayers of the nation. 

The maiden speech of the new monarch was appropriately 
gracious ; but while he looked upon the fawning curs that 
licked his feet, a significant curl quivered at the comer of 
his eyelids, and some suppressed feeling twinkled within. 
"The thieves I" said he to himself. "Would they were 
griped in my great vice I Are they not the mere creatures 
of my good brother's liberality,— -the objects of his generous 
patronage ? — By St. Dunstan ! I grieve to think that the 
mind of njy son must receive its first impressions in the 
noisome atmosphere of yonder den of ingrates !" 

Thus forewarned and forearmed against the treachery of 
his most obedient, humble servants, Ferdinand ascended his 
throne with dignity ; distributed his favours with moderation, 
and his confidence with the most penurious economy. He 
had already made two solemn vows in addition to his corona^ 
tion oath ; — the one that he would henceforth live free from 
female objurgation ; — the other, that his son, the hereditary 
prince, should never be compelled by state policy to seek a 
wife whose gamut should impart music to a sledge-hammer,, 
or whose funeral should become a gala-day. 

Now, the first female against whose influence he was 
compelled to steel his mind^ was the widowed Queen of 
Westerania, whose claims were peremptory and immediate* 
Not so, however, her mode of urging them ; and while he 
felt secretly assured that the main object of her future life 
Buist be to retain her position in the world, and her influence 
and interest in 'her former capital, he was compelled to ac- 
knowledge that she was good, and gentle, and discreet — as 
far as her unfortunate sex might allow. — Persuaded that she 
would fix her dowager court at the residence, and perpl#: 
him with constant cabals and interference, his satisfaction 
• was scarcely equal to his surprise when Paulina selected for 
her future abode the remote and obscure city of WeSter- 
burg, where her influence would become nugatoiy* and her 
intercourse with himself a mere formal series of official 

7* 
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despatches. It may be imagined that Ferdinand did nat 
hesitate to issue his commands that its dilapidated summer 
palace should be immediately and conmiodiously prepared 
for the reception of his sister-in-law. 

Nor were the astonishment ^d exultation of the ladies 
of the court inferior to the delight of the king, their new 
master. While they mentally detected in her Majesty's 
resolution a preference for undisputed rule in a secondary 
circle, to a secondary place in the first, they afiected to laud 
to the skies her moderation and magnanimity. In the mean 
time th^y directed all their views and projects towards the 
vacant place left at the head of afiairs. They felt that the 
vessel oJF the state would require the ballast of female 
infiuenoe to preserve its equilibrium ; they looked upon 
their sex's prerogative as forming the third estate of th^ 
body politic ; and Ferdinand little suspected^ as he dozed 
over his meerschaunij tlie thousand subtle designs to which 
he was already exposed by Paulina's solitary abdication. 

Destroy but one, and lo I what myriads rise I 

<* And now, my dear sister," said he, towards the conclu- 
sion of her farewell audience, " I have, I trust, reassured 
your mind that no affectionate care will be wanting on nij- 
part to fulfil your own wishes^ and forward the welfare ancl 
just expectations of my nieces. The palace at Westerburg 
has been completed in exact conformity with your desire ;. 
your revenues will be faithfully transmitted by the ofllicers 
of the crown ; and you have only to address your further 
commands personally to myself, to have them promptly ful- 
filled during the remainder of my days. Perpiit me, how- 
ever,*to remind you— for it may be long, Paulina, before we 
meet again— that the unhappy wars which harassed my 
brother's kingdom during his reign, have left me but an 
exhausted treasury and an impoverished realm ; and that I 
shall consequently find it difficult to assign to his three 
daughters a dowry worthy their rank, and my afifection 
i^ards them. Influenced by this important consideration^ 
my ministers wisely suggest that it were well for one of 
them to profit by the rich endowments of our national . 
church, and assume tlie habit, and the distribution of the 
mmen3e revenues, of on^ among our religions communitiei?* 
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On attaining her eighteenth year, the Princess Agneta TrilJ» 
therefore, be elected Abbess of Kastanienwald.'* 

Paulina started at this most unexpected announcement 
It was not that her creed permitted her to look upon such 
a prospect with the repugnance and dismay of a proteetant 
motber ; but it chanced that his Majesty had fixed upon the 
shorn lamb of her little fold ; — the child wliich, through one 
of those instinctive partialities that mislead the wisest and 
best of parents, — had clung from infancy the closest to her 
heart. She was well aware that all mothers, — especially 
crowned ones, — are compelled to resign the society of their 
daughters, just at the period it begins to repay the cares of 
their childhood ; and since she was fain to acknowledge the 
inevitability of surrendering her treasure to other hands, 
surely the especial protection of Heaven afforded a happier 
expectation than the doubtful destinies of some foreign 
alliance ! — -But Paulina had been the happiest of wives : 
She was still the tenderest of mothers ; and entertaining 
some suspicion of the vexations and monotony of a cloister, 
even with a real vocation to palliate its weariness, the 
thought of her Agneta, excluded from the sweetest ties of 
existence, and buried in a retreat whose sole animation 
would be derived from the discontents and disagreetnents of 
her delegated congregation, was indeed afflicting and op- 
pressive. But she had learned to recognise the nullity of 
woman's will when unsupported by place and power ; and 
she replied to the communication only by a silent and , sub- 
missive bow. 

"Madame d'Olredo," continued Ferdinand, **will retain 
her place as first institutress to the princesses until you 
have reason to wish it otherwise occupied. As she is .hy 
birth a Frenchwoman, I am by no means clear whether she 
be a bigot or an atheist ; but you are too much of a mother^ 
dear Paulina, too good, too excellent, to suffbr any influence 
but your own to decide the religious and moral principles 
of my nieces. Countess d'Olredo will bestow upon them 
iier Parisian elegance of address, — her fluency in modem 
languages ; the sub-preceptress selected by the Archbishop 
of Trante will inspect the more solid branches of theh' 
Vacation. But do not let either the one or the other inflict 
too much empty verbal learning upon the dear children ;— 
literary queens have been good for nothing, from bonny 
8c$3 of England to Chrigtina of Sweden. Make iliem> in 
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short, like yourself; — good, gentle, and wise, without osteu- 
tation, — and elegant without pretension ; so that they ma) 
render those around them as happy as my dear brotiier lived 
and died in the possession of your afiection. 

<^ I am not sure," resumed his majesty, who had talked 
himself into a complacent vein, " I am not sure that you 
will not find yourself happier at Westerburg, than seated on 
yonder gaudy mass of logs and velvet. Entre tetes eouron- 
niesy Pauline, le mitier royal eat un ckien de metier. A 
man has five senses ; — a king possesses no more, and what 
but sensual pleasures cluster round a throne ?" 

" The guardianship of the public weal, — the consciousness 
of equitable administration," Paulina began. 

" Mere words !" interrupted the king. " Besides, I am 
more than doubtful whether I am qualified to secure either 
the one or the otlier. In my old barrack on the frontier, 
my signature was never demanded, save for a commission 
in my regiment, — an exercise of its powers sure to impart 
pleasure ; and now, Paulina, my appetite for breakfast is 
often spoiled by the sight of a death-warrant waiting the 
sign manual ! From my youth, sister, the chase has been 
my happiest relaxation ; and when I used to be followed by 
a couple of Jdgers, and take my turn to beat for game, the 
roebucks were the worse for it. But now, a whole village 
is employed to drive them under my heels ; and I never put 
my finger to the trigger without a dread of shooting my 
master of the horse, instead of a fat buck ! As lo the fine 
arts — I nauseate the very sound ; for although I coulonever 
be brought to distinguish a trombone from a kettle-drum, I 
am forced to stun myself with concerts ; — and without 
knowing a Rubens from a Teniers, I am compelled, in order 
to prove myself a liberal patron, to lavish the hard-earned 
crowns of my starving subjects upon every dauber that 
chooses to think himself an artist within my donunions. I 
love the drama, Paulina ; and can weep with Schiller, or 
laugh with Kotzebue. But I am assured that such repre- 
sentations are dangerous, — inflammatory ; — and that the 
Italian troop jnust starve, if deserted by the court. My 
ministers would disband the army if I were to command 
William Tell or Wallenstein for my own diversion ! nor 
have I been able to induce my French maiire d'Adtd to give 
me an eatable dinner since my coronation ;-^roy GeWQRfti 
appetite disgusts the knave! 
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'• In short, my good Paulina, I was happier and more at 
my ease in the old shop, with my apron covered with ste^l 
iiiings, tlian I am in the midst of this heartless parade ; 4 
mon Sge^ on deloge difficilement mime pour parvenir /'* 

The cordial epanchement with which his majesty's lamen- 
tations, were uttered bespoke the sympatliy of his astonished 
,^ister-in-law ; but as she gazed upon ihe half-comic, half- 
drowsy, blinking, ordinary couirtenance of the Bourgeoisi 
Roif she thought of her husband,-^^f his energy, elegance, 
intelligence, and noble demeanour ; and tears for him and 
for his kingdom found their way into her eyes. 

" You are kind, indeed, to think so compassionately of 
ray condition," said the king, flattered by her supposed in- 
terest, and gratefully kissing her hand. " But I have my 
consolations, sister ! My wife* is spared all participation m 
my troubles ; and as to my son, he will serve his appren- 
ticeship to royalty, and become a master of the craft. ) 
trust, too, that he will form an alliance calculated to confirm 
his own Jiappincss, and the security and prSsoerity of m}'^ 
kingdom." 

Thus ended the private audience of the beauteous Majesty 
of Westerania ; and when, hand in hand with her royal bro- 
ther she re-entered the presence chamber from his cabinet- 
she was astonished to observe the air of dignity which sud- 
denly overspread his person, as he confronted the assembled 
court. From the egotist and indolent gossip, he became^, 
as by some magic influence, the graceful and gracious re- 
presentative of a line of princes. Paulina had not forgotten 
iiow frequently her husband had assorted that Ferdinand 
concealed under the whimsical bearing of a humorist, strong 
sense, and the sternest principles of moral rectitude ; but 
as she noted this instantaneous transformation, she was puz- 
zled to decide which was his original character, and which 
lys assumed one ; so natural and easy did both appear. 

" I wonder whether he Ir*6 been sporting with my credu^ 
ISty all this time ?" was her last reflection, as her lady i^t 
flraiting closed Iior curtains for the niglit, 
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CHAPTER If. 

Men, — ^like butterflies, 
^kow not their mealy wings bat to the summei'. ' 

TroUus and Cressida. 

It was probably some little mortifieation to Paulioa to 
observe that the san shone as brightly on the following 
morning — which was appointed for her departure from 
the residence, — as it had ever done during her dominion 
over Westerania. Hitherto her " welcome had ever smiled ; " 
— she had yet to learn that " farewell goes out sighing." 

Notwithstanding the hourly assurances she had received 
during the last ten years, that she was the centre of attrac- 
tion, — the anifhating sun, — the ruling planet, — the hope, — 
the joy, — the blessing of the capital and its inhabitants, she 
found that, in her departing hour, excepting a score or two 
of idle boys, who raised a howl of " Long live the Queen !" 
for the gratification and extension of their own lungs, no on(^ 
cried " God save her I" — It was true she had philosophi- 
cally rejected the usual guard of honour ; and the populace^ 
whose loyalty is mainly excited in foreign lands by the gal- 
loping of huzzars, and the eddying of the dust, looked upon 
the train of unadorned equipages with chilling indifference. 
The lesson went to the heart of the tearful dowager. 
^ Before I move again," thought she within her swelling 
bosom, " I will cultivate a few regrets to grace my depar- 
ture ; I must have been strangely careless of the pleasures 
and interests of my people, or they would not resign mo witli 
HO little reluctance. ' ' 

Arrived at Westerburg, however, — ^<* welcome smiled" 
again ; and if Paulina was covetous of triumphal arches and 
•"* loud huzzas," she must have been au comhle de ses vauxJ 
Alas! how very little do princes, thus greeted, and ho- 
jioured, and applauded, conjecture by what vile and filthy 
machinery the pageant is set in motion. How much money 
must be paid and grumbled over, — how much time wasted 
and regretted in order to gild their triumph ! The indus^ 
vtrious bui^ess whoso loyalty is a mere meuhle de'use^e, an 
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liereditary habit, moth-eaten at the bottom of his antiquated 
wardrobe, finds himself at peril of his reputation required to 
cut his laurels and spare his workmen to grace the royal 
entry. The inexperienced hero appointed to discharge the 
rusty cannon, loses a finger in the undertaking ; the gaping 
multitude swallow a world of dust while they stand cursing 
the wheels of the chariot that tarry so long. At length a 
distant murmur is heard, — an approaching shout ; a white 
whirlwind obscures the atmosphere ; and, amidst its gritty 
clouds, a carriage surrounded by dusty guards is faintly dis- 
cerned. It passes ; and the multitude who have lost their 
money, time, and patience, go home and console themselves 
by reading in the gazette of the following morning, that 
** The day shone out with an auspicious pleasure becoming 
the occasion; that from an early hour the streets were 
crowded with well-dressed persons, eager to catch a glimpse 

of a descendant of the beloved line of . That when the 

guns upon the ramparts proclaimed the approach of the 
cortige^ every eye was on the look-out, and every heart beat- 
ing with emotion ; and that when the equipage containing 

objects so precious to the citizens of , advanced along 

the High street, handkerchiefs were waved from every win- 
dow, at many of which banners were displayed, bearing- 
appropriate devices, — while acclamations rent the skies. 
Her or his majesty, or royal highness, appeared inexpressi- 
bly affected by these touching demonstrations of loyalty 5 
and bowed repeatedly to the populace with the most ingra* 
tiating ailabiHty ! " 

Perhaps the events of the morning had tended a little to 
enlighten Paulina upon such matters ; for her exultation was 
moderate ; but the little princesses, her daughters^ who had 
been restrained for many months past by mourning and the 
sight of affliction, were enchanted with all they saw, and all 
they heard ; and upon their arrival at the palace of West* 
burg, neither preceptresses, sub nor principal, — nor ladies 
of honour, nor ladies in waiting, could prevent them from 
flying eagerly from chamber to chamber, and investigating 
Uie merits and demerits of their new abode. As they ap- 
peared by turns at the windows, delighted by the novelty of 
the scenery around, the multitude below uttered an admiring 
shout, which more than echoed their admiration. 

The queen, — ^but I will drop her empty title, and call hex 
ibr the futore Paulinat the. name she lovedi— ^appeared lem 
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•Jeeply touched by these noisy demonstrations than by th(j 
signs of affectionate regard with which her royal brother's 
forethought had greeted her on every side. Ihe spacious 
suite of apartments prepared for her use was decorated in a 
manner exactly similar to those she had so happily occupied in 
the capital. The same dove-coloured hangings, — the same 
rich furniture of polished walnut-wood, — the same boudoir 
entwined with arabesques of the palest gold ; — the chambers 
of her children still adjacent to her own, nor sepaiated by the 
pomp of ante-rooms ;~ the same favourite secretaire of 
orange-tree and steel,— zri^A the portrait of the one belaoed 
face still smiling above it ! — The conversatory was bright 
with flowers, — the aviaries bearing the initials of the prin- 
cesses, were animated with rare foreign birds ; — ^all was 
cheerful, and promising, and interesting ; and Paulina felt, 
and the children warmly expressed, that Westerburg was 
the most enchanting spot ; and that theirs would be the 
happiest little household in all the world. 

There was only one slight drawback upon the happiness 
of Paulina in thus attaining her second stage of public exist- 
ence, Among the numerous gifts which were scattered 
around her by the attention of the king, she found upon her 
toilet four caskets. The largest and most brilliant con- 
tained all the jewels which a sense of justice could permit 
him to consider alienable from the crown ; and was in- 
scribed with her own name and emblazonments. The 
second, which bore those of Theresa, the eldest princess, 
contained a matchless suit of pearls ; and the next which 
fame under her hand, was marked with the name of Elschen, 
the nom de caresse by which Elizabeth, the youngest, was 
known in the famil]^ — it contained a set of beautiful opals. 

Some painful emotion or apprehension sus])ended the 
hand of tlie queen, as she was about to unclose the fourth 
casket. The name of Agneta was simply written on the 
lid ; and as its secret spring yielded to the giddy touch of 
little Elschen, it displayed a massii*e gold cross, ckaplety 
and reliquary ; arid the mother's presentiments were fully 
realized ! She felt that the time for explanation was come ; 
and calling her daughters around her, she revealed to them 
the intentions and commands of their royal uncle. With 
trembling hands she suspended tlie unwelcome ornament 
round tlie neck of Agneta ; who, terriiied sfiid grieved by 
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ber mother's tears, clung yet more closely to her side ; and 
remained dull and disconsolate amid the general joy. 

The following day, and the next, and the next, Paulina 
und her children were wholly occupied with the business of 
instalment in their new habitation, and with mutual con- 
gratulations on the happy destiny which had fixed them in 
so lovely a spot ; where all appeared inclined to love them ; 
— where they were free from the trUte appareil of royalty ; 
and could breatlie the pure air of Heaven unsurrounded by 
guards ; — where, in short, they had nothing to do but to 
love each other, and to be individually happy ! But as the 
excitement of novelty and the hurry of removal subsided, 
the three princesses were recommitted to the charge of 
Madame d'Olrcdo, and of her learned delegates in authority. 
The little academy of arts and sciences was soon formed ; 
the harp, and piano, and lute, were put in requisition : the 
easels were placed, the huge maps unrolled, and the owl of 
Minerva flapped her leathern wings ^ triumphantly, that 
all the birds of the aviaries were dumb witli aftright. 

Theresa, the eldest princess, was a lovely girl ; intelligent 
and gentle, but tinged with a slight degree of romantic en- 
thusiasm — a spirit of mental exaltation. Unfortunately, the 
national foible of Madame d'Olredo tended to strengthen, 
rather than to discourage, the morbid sensibility of her 
pupil. Sentiment and orange, flower- water, — Racine and 
magnanimity,-r-delicacy of mind, — ^^devotion of heart, — all 
the watchwords of Parisian flightiness, were for ever on her 
lips. The heart — the heart with its impulses and associa- 
tions, — its energies and its beatitudes — formed the constant 
theme of her declamations. By that she governed — through 
that rebuked or rewarded. " Un baiser de la chere mamariy^ 
for the children were permitted no other appellative, — " un 
sourire de- cette mere adoree, — une caress e, un Sieul mot de 
tendresse dewoient suffire pour recompenser les effvrts de ses 
eleveSf — leur plus belle ^tion /" She forgot that by this 
/labour of sensibility, this constant exercise of the affections, 

/ she incurred the danger of wearing out and exhausting those 

/ powers of feeling, which she affected to believe tlie solitary 

t source of human happiness. 

N^ Next to the heart, — her moral engine, — the cares of 

^Madame d'Olredo exerted themselves on the cultivation of 

/es beaux arts ; and if the disposition and principles of the 

beautiful Theresa were perniciously influenced by those of 

Vol. II.— 8 



her perceptress, her talents and aecomplishmenU^ srhicb 
were of the first order, did her ample andredeemiog jualiee. 
The jMincess danced, and sang, and played, and painted like 
u muse ; spoke French like a Parisian, German like a 
Saxon ; English, Spanish, and Italian to admiration ; and 
might have-'puzzled Lempriere or De Moustier in classica] 
mythology. In short, saving that she was totally igmnraot 
of history, geography, arithmetic, and^ the commonest 
(Ranches of natural philosophy, she might have passed for a 
miracle. 

Agneta, the second princess, the future Ahbess of 
Kftstanienwald, was gifted with a totally different character 
of beauty, talent, and feeling from her sister. All, indeed, 
appeared to be of a secondary order ; yet they produced a 
far deeper impression, a fat stronger influence. Her per- 
sonal charms were those of mere grace and expression ; her 
mental powers were limited to an humble but persevering 
ardour for improvement; and her sensibility, which pos^ 
sessed neither the smiles nor the tears distinguishing her 
elder sister, was of that silent, strong, enduring character, 
so valuable to the objects unto which it is attached. 
Madame d'Olredo secretly accused her of having a ccBur de 
glace ; and would probably have bestowed all the vehemence 
of her tenderness upon her elder pupil, had not some por- 
tion bewi claimed by the bud of the royal garden, — little 
Elschen; — whose elegance and nmveti well became the 
fsLiry proportions of her figure, — her address, — her winning 
caresses, — and playful wilfulness. 

I have already acknowledged that the calm and gentle 
Agneta was the secret darling of her mother's heart ; and I 
must now confess that from the day on which the fatal cross 
was suspended round her neck, this predilection grew 
stronger and more evident. The only tears shed by Paulina 
on her inauguration, the only shadow which appeared to 
^darken the prospects of her ne^ and enchanting realm, 
arose from the apportioned destinies of her second daughter. 
It was true that the child repined not— murmured not ; — 
{but the queen persuaded herself that she could detect a neiv 
character in her embraces ; a clinging — a fervour— arising 
irom the consciousness that she must soon learn to mode- 
ipate ail her impulses of affection, and suppress all interest 
in her early ties of love and duty. Paulina noticed, with 
4»gret, that her instructresses devoted less attention to her 

» 
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impmremtak ten to that of her nsters. Codscious that the 
fruits, of their labours would drop immatured from the treet 
«r expafid only to be buried in obscurity, they withdrew 
Iheir carte from her advancement ; and Agneta was gnu 
A^ dually beeomiog the neglected Cinderella of the femily* 
Mer ststers alone seemed to regard her with IHid and ua« 
<fimimshed aflection ; for was she not still and ever patiently 
attentive to Theresa's wild flights of fancy — consoling her 
ideal sorrows, while she attempted to check her dangerous 
enthusiasm? — was she not always at hand to screen the 
fair-haired plajrthing of the house from the punishments pro- 
voked by her baby faults ? 

** Where is Agneta ?" exclaimed Paulina, one day, at the 
conclusion of a divertimento which the Princess Thei«sa had 
been executkig on the harp, with the inspiration of a first* 
rate artist ; — " where is my poor Agneta ?*' 

Madame d'Ofaredo replied, that during the hours devoted 
*to the cultivation of such superficial accomplishments as his 
majesty had deemed inexpedient for the participation of the 
Princess Agneta, she was permitted to beguile the time in 
the palace-gardens, among her favourites ;— her flowers and 
birds. Paulina rose hastily, and quitting the music saloon* 
went forth in search of her child, bhe found the governess 
appointed to attend her royal highness, quietly seated in a 
bosquet, arranging her own herbal of botanical plants, to the 
utter neglect of her forgotten charge ; and the queen, wjith- 
out disturbing the course of her scientific operations, passed 
rapidly onwards in search of her abandoned darling. Hav- 
ing discovered her seated on the parapet of a low stone 
wall, apparently in earnest conversation with some person 
without, Paulina stole softly to the spot, and perceived that 
Agneta was eagerly engaged with two ragged, miserable 
children, nearly of her own age. 

^' You must be sadly poor, to be so very thankful for what 
I have given you," said ^he to the elder girl. " If I had 
jewels, like Theresa and 'm 5hen, you should not be so long ; 
but alas ! I have nothing but this cross." 

A repetiticm o€ thani^ interrupted her lamentations ; ac- 
companied by an assurance that the contents of her high- 
nefls's purse i«ould moro. than rescue them from their present 
wretchedness. ^ Our poor sick mother was starving ye^tei* 
day," 8aidT>n^of the children ; *^ and although we wo^ for 
ber day and nighty our labour is insufficient for her main^ 
tenance." , 
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** You work for your mother ?" exclaimed the little fHrit^- 
cess, " then^I no longer pity you ; for you are more fartu- 
ftate than I am. Since I was bom, I have never been 
permitted to do any thing for mine, except love Her. Yes 
— yes ! — poor as you are, you are happier than I am ; for 
you will ndfer be forced to leave her, to renounce all you 
love. Go home !" she continued, motioning them away« 
" Go home ; —for precious are all the minutes spent with a 
mother I" 

As the children departed with amazement in their looks, 
Agneta softly murmured k» herself, '* Truly, oh \ truly are 
they happier than I am ; they have the fields, and the sun- 
shine, and the flowers ; — and this cross reminds me that 1 
shall soon have nothing !" Paulina's eyes grew dim with 
tears as she listened; she crept silently along the wall, and 
hid her face in the lap of her child ; and fpom that hour a 
sort of confidential intercourse was established between 
them. She began to regard the little abbess With a degree 
of interest which nothing less than the pride she took in the 
gifted Theresa, and the tenderness which the little Elschen 
peremptorily claimed, could have prevented from becoming 
a dangerous partiality. 

Meanwhile they " grew and grew," and no clouds, save 
such summer mists as I have described, passed over the 
sunshine of Westerburg. The city boasted many resident 
faajilies of ample fortune and high descent, whose merits 
justified their admission into the chosen society of Paulioja ; 
several artists of European reputation had been tempted to 
fix themselves in a spot so fa^ured by nature ; and being 
the see and residence of the archbishop, and the seat of a 
high court of judicature, a circle of well-educated and con- 
versible persons was always at the disposal of the queen ; 
serving to interest the vacuity of her winter evenings. 
Moreover, the city lay upon the high route from Germany 
into Italy ; and it will readily bt^ believed that no traveller 
of note omitted to seek a presltjniition at the little court ; or 
neglected to offer homage to a young and lovely queen, — a 
princess of the empire, — an elegant and accomplished wo- 
man, — and literally, as well as figuratively, the mother of 
the graces. It would have been difilcult, indeed, to find, 
throughout Europe, a court more polished, more animated, 
more free from the paltry tracasserks of its Vocation. Pau- 
lina was known to have formed a resolutioa to seek neither 
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&YOiir nor eoncession from the new govemment : she was 
thereft>re secure from the importunities of solicitation,* and 
from an apprehension that interest had any share in uniting 
the happy circle hy which she was surrounded. The occu- 
pation ensured by her extended and active benevolence — the 
progress of her plantations, her orangeries, k$§ museum of 
natural history, afforded a daily excitement : while the in- 
creasing loveliness and improving talents of her adoring 
children, embellished the prospects of her future years. As 
I said before, for many years no cloud passed over the happy 
palace of Westerburg. 

Things were in this tranquil position, when one day as 
Paulina and her daughters were returning from their daily 
drive in the forest of Laffenstein, an equerry rode forward to 
meet the carriage, and to deliver a letter from the king of 
Westerania, announcing his intention of visiting his royal 
sister-in-law that very evening ; accompanied by the here- 
ditary* prince, and by the barons A , and B , C , 

and D . " I am on my return to the residence, dear 

sister," continued the epistle ; " and the sole request which 
accompanies my claim for hospitality at your hands, is, that 
you will present me to your family, and to the friends whose 
society embellishes your solitude, as Count Penzing, and my 
son, as Count Max ; we have no other travelling names." 

" Is it not strange — is it not humiliating ?" observed 
Paulina, as she concluded the letter, << that I, a born princess 
and a crowned queen, should tremble at the thoughts of this 
visit ? I doubt whether the wife of the poorest burgess of 
Westerburg would feel more appalled at the prospect of 
entertaining his majesty !" 

" What, Madam, can be more easily explained ?" replied 
Madame D'Olredo. " You behold in the king the arbiter of 
your daughters' destinies ; you are aware that the happiness 
of our dear princesses lies in his hands 1" 

" True, most true !" replied Paulina ; " and it is my duty 
to strive to interest him in their favour. The period is 
approaching when my fate will hang upon his decision." 

She thought of Agneta, although she looked upon The^ 
resa, as she uttered these words ; but she equally addressed 
her three children, when she bade them welcome in the Graf 
von Penzing, the brother of their beloved father, and her 
own tried and valued friend. There was no need, however* 
to arouse their dutiful r^ard towards their imcle ; vdhose 

8* 



M THE FSIKCESS'S BIKTHBAlr. 

munificent gifts, and the considerate kindness which directed 
their appropriation, had long rendered him the second provi- 
dence of the palace of Westerburg. Delighted with the 
prospect of his visit, they were all looking their best, and 
loveliest, and happiest, when, early in the evening, a page 
threw opertihe doors of the splendid salocm, and announced 
Count Penzing, his son, and suite. 

The king, after receiving the cordial welcome of the 
agitated Paulina, turned with his usual plain, hearty earn- 
estness, towards the three princesses, who now advanced to 
kiss his hand. " It is ratlier my duty," — he began, desirous 
to remind them of his incognito ; but some powerful feeling 
— ^their resemblance, perhaps, to his brother — arrested the 
sentence ; and throwing aside all further disguise or for- 
mality, he folded the two elder princesses silently within his 
arms, and fairly lifted little Elschen from the ground, as he 
bestowed upon her the fondest caresses of fatherly kindness. 

Pa«lina, more gratified by these involuntary tokens of 
interest, than by the most studied deference of compliment, 
was delighted by the broken sentences in which his judg- 
ment upon his nieces at lengtli burst forth. " Beautiful, 
did they say, ? — by St. Dunstan, lovely as Houris ! — Grace- 
ful, did they tell me ? Theresa, like the fawn of the forest ; 
Agneta has my brother's blessed smile-^ust his smile ; and 
Elschen, pretty imp ! has all her mother's elegance !" 

Paulina affected inattention to this curious but gratifying 
harangue, by hastening to acknowledge the respectful obei- 
sances of Barons A , and B , and by receiving from 

her chamberlain the presentation of the Barons C , and 

D . Such of the royal suite as she had previousJy 

known, she gracefully welcomed to Westerburg ; but when 
the confusion of brilliant uniforms gave way On the ap- 
proach of Count Max von Penzing, her heart beat somewhat 
painfully. The sight, however, of the hereditary prince 
restored her forfeited equanimity, and reconciled her at 
once to the decision which had rejected his three fair cou- 
tins as his future consort. Timid, unassured in voice, un- 
formed in address, the young prince shrank in confusion 
from the warm greeting'of the queen — from the afiTectionate 
inquiries of her lovely daughters. His fine countenance 
«ras absolutely disfigured by the clownish address that veiled 
its expression. 

The unfortunate deficiency apparent in the demeaiMMir of 
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his royal highness, was but more prominently relieved by 
the ease and elegance of the young Count Heldenstadt ; a 
courtier attached to his person, whose fine open foreheadj 
and distinguished high breeding, seemed offered as a living 
lesson to the embryo sovereign of Westerania. Even the 
king himself appeared painfully alive to the contitst between 
the two young men ; for, as he led Paulina into a recessed 
window, he observed, in a confidential whisper, " You must 
not think poor Max a mere boor, because Heldenstadt 
chances to have seen a little more of the world, and to have 
a more ingratiating smile. Max has a head and a heart in 
the right place, sister, although they do not sit gracefully : 
and, after a campaign or two, I trust you will visit the resi- 
dence once more, to do honour to his nuptials. I have 
already arranged an alliance for my son that promises to 
fulfil my highest expectations. You are happy here, Pau- 
lina ?" continued the king, checking himself, as the possibility 
occurred to his mind that Max and his marriage might be 
no grateful topic to his auditress ; " nay ! you are more than 
happy— you are contented — are you not ?" 

" Your kindness has left me no opportunity of making 
eqntent a virtue," replied the queen, smilingly. 

<< Hush ! hush !" interrupted the sovereign incog, with an 
arch look. " I was beginning to forget my mitier de rei 
in the brother and the friend. Do not remind me by your 
courtesy of my kingship; and to-morrow, Paulina, you 
must show me your little kingdom, your courtiers and 
subjects, your menagerie, and aviary; introduce me to 
everything, and every one that has assisted to embellish your 
solitude.'? 

Paulina spoke of a greenwood fete, and of a costumed 
ball, with which it had been her intention to recreate her 
" people.*' 

**Good, good !" replied the indulgent monarch. " I. am 
come to see you happy, and to be happy among you ; and 
the children will love me all the better that I form no ob- 
stacle to their pleasures." 

" Obstacle!" reiterated Paulina. "A single day passed 
among us will convince you how much more warmly my 
childiHsn have accustomed themselves to love their uncle^ 
than to respect him ; nature has taught them affection — time 
will teach them duty." 

And on the following day the predictions of the queeir 
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were happily accomplished. Released from the thraldoii) 
of education and etiquette, thej led the good old man through 
all their favourite arbours — loitered with him beside the 
glittering fountains, and disputed his preference of their 
birds and flowers. But soon the gentle Agneta, over- 
powered by the wilder animation of her sisters, lingered 
behind the noisy group to prolong her interview with h^ 
antelopes and lories ; while her Cymon-cousin, Prince Max, 
excluded by his taciturnity from the lively party, whose 
murmurs of laughter might be traced throughout the entan- 
gled alleys, stood gazing upon the solitary girl without pre- 
suming to approach. Great, indeed, was his astonishment, 
when in the course of that happy morning, he chanced 
to encounter his friend Count Heldenstadt in earnest 
and delighted conversation with the Princess Theresa. 
Elschen had carried off her indulgent uncle to visit the 
herbiary, where her bees were murmuring in the sunshine ; 
and Heldenstadt had profited by the heavy pause of a tite" 
d'tete, to offer to her royal highness a brief lesson of Floral 
emblems. 

<< How much he finds to say of roses and lilies, pensies 
and soiicis, which never would have occurred to me— and 
how Theresa blushes!" said Max, as he turned aside to 
avoid them. ^< I am glad [ found nothing to say to Agneta; 
I would not have made her blush so for worlds. To-morrow, 
when we feast in the woodlands, I trust Heldenstadt will 
learn to be less loquacious." 



CHAPTER HI. 

Be caatious ^d f«age, 
Lest the courtiers offended should be. 

Begfrar^s Opera, 

On the following morning, nature and human nature 
appeared at cross purposes ; the nod of the ex-queen and 
monarch-errant, were equally impotent against the decne 
of the skies — and lo ! Jupiter Pluvius reigned in their atead ! 
But towttrds noon, the dua gray clouds which luid hovered 
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in close congregation in the lumzon of Westerbinrg, after 
coming to a division, suddenly dissolved their assembly ; a 
ray, first single, then manifold, burst from the very deptb of 
the darkness ; and a rainbow threw its graceful curves like 
a bridge of light, between the severing masses of gloom. 

Forth came the grooms with their palfreys — ^forth came 
the king's train and the queen's — forth came the three happy 
princesses, each eager to vault upon her steed and fly off 
to the forest. Ferdinand, more kindly than adroitly, lent 
his aid to the dowager ; while Max, who should have pre- 
sented his hand en droit tVatnease to the Princess Theresa, 
stood watching, with changeful colour, beneath the portico, 
lest his royal father^^ awkwardness should consign the 
embarrassed Paulina to one of the rainpools that glittered 
in the sunshine beside her curvetting Arabian. Mean- 
while, Count Heldenstadt, grallantly advancing towards the 
belie delai^iCf fulfilled with graceful assiduity the duties 
of ecuyer. ^^Ban!^^ said Madame d'Olredo, ^^tmla un 
jeun komme qui f era fortune ; il s^annonce deja avarUageuse- 
mentr 

And the little cort€ge made a noble show, as it traversed 
the well-washed streets of Westerburg ; and burgher and 
noble rushed forth uncovered to bid it speed, and lend a 
loyal voice of love unto their king ; and when it had passed 
the last suburb-line of habitation, and reached the outskirts 
of the woods, the horses, animated by the freshness of the 
turf, that se<^med to fling off with swelling indignation 
the iron thraldom of their hoofs, sent them forward, wild, 
and free .4nd joyous, into the green alleys of the venerable 
forest. y*rhe sunshine sparkled upon the thousand diamond 
drops that still hung upon the arbutus bushes ; and amid 
the 'briery thickets whence they had already exhaled, 
the<%cx>d birds were pouring out their thrilling songs tri- 
un<5< limtly ; — Persian-like, they turned towards the sun and 
w' ^ theoed. 

fco s no\ the leafiest depths of the wood, a bower had been 

A? P^ rtheiBpared for the projected festival ; but as if to prove 

aitte< le thcimate under the mutable canopy of Heaven will 

" y is htich rash reliance upon its temperament, or coun- 

jn hifi ay beoceedings which have been painted by Boccaccio, 

^^ ture iau, and Stothard, in order to delude mortals to 

**y* ike 81, even the gentle sky of Westerburg had delighted 

^^ ^<>I ppedvent the pastoral vieiom of its still gentler queen. 
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TMe roof of etergreetur ovditAfadowing bier htmetf might 
have better beeome'the grotto of a river-god ; the dafieiog- 
floor migbt have been mude the arena of a natnnachia; the 
drenehed marmkans who had been seat to (Mfepare the feasts 
looked like water-kelpies; and the drrppii^ &fflciet de la 
bouche, who advanced to tender his agonized apologies, ap- 
peared to the full as aqnatic a protkuction as Undine's river- 
uncle. 

** n faut y renoneet^^^ said Paulina, shrugging her shoul- 
ders as they reached the disastrous spot. "Tear down 
those drowned garlands, remove those floating benches, 
c*e8t une affaire manqaie /'' 

**Tattt mieuxr muttered Ferdinand. " It will be a:fit 
of rheumatism the less in my record of human afflictionSt" 
and without listening to the regrets of the little princessee, 
or to the sympathy of Max or the young count, he turned his 
charger's head homeward, and in a few minutes Paulina and 
himself were riding quietly side by side, along an avenue of 
arching limes ; like the aisle of a verdant cathedral through 
which the sunlight glimmered only at remote intervals, and 
where the short mossy grass had proved but a slight sprink- 
ling of the recent showers. Their talk was of old timea 
Ferdinand loved that sort of familiar discursive goesipry 
which has a retrospective eye and voice ; and this unregal 
foiblease was either the cause or the effect of a still less 
regal virtue ; he loved old friends and old &ces better than 
the last new novelty. As hath been said of Pope and his 
withered Dulcinea, Martha Blount, "he loved Ji^r because 
his life was written in her mind," no need of teoNeus expla- 
nations between them ; their knowledge of existeN^^ their 
friends, their remembrances were one ! \ 

And king Ferdinand loved to discourse with Paulufft of 
his e^rly being, of his boy-life ; of the days when his (Py*! 
father and his mother yet lived, and he was only "i^^e 
Ferdinand," in their estimation ; their youngest born,- ^w 
fair-haired child; whom they loved and cherished/ 'r 
dreamed that he would live to be considered as a bul^*- 
upon the state ; still less that he would survive to assunl 
likeness of a kingly crown, "No — no!" said he, ^^'"^ 
ambled onwards, " they little thought I should one d ^ ■**" 
rdegui au gatde-meMey like an obsolete piece oi fum ®*^'*® 
and then be dragged out moth-eaten and fretted 1 ^^'^^J 
garment, and set up, like a molten oall^ to be woiriii ^^^^^ 



aty good brother* ypqr e^oelleot kusband^ Paulina, was the 
only person who, from my birth until his own dea^, never 
altered his demonstrations of regard towards me.'* 

"I have indeed always understood your majesty's long 
absence from the residence to have been a matter of choice." 

" Absolutely ; I had no mind to expose my domestic em- 
barrassments to the witticisms of yonder feather-brained 
courtiers. But to return to my brother. Theresa is his 
living image, dearest Paulina; has she also his iqpright 
mind, his excellent disposition ?" 

Paulina, without exaggeration, but with true motherly 
warmth, launched forth if^ praises of her eldest daughter's 
brilliant accomplishments, admirable talents, and filial devo- 
tion. Her loveliness, she said, bright and attractive as it 
was, could scarcely be considered to equal her mental 
endowments. 

" And Agneta, sister ?" — 

" Is a very good girl," replied the queen hastily, and she 
rode on in silence for some minutes ; and Ferdinand thought 
he perceived her passing her hand suspiciously over her 
eyes before she spoke again. " And Elschen, Sir, our 
spoiled darling ; is she not lovely and fascinating as an 
enchanted sprite ? Her baby petulance serves to amuse 
me by its contrast with her sister's gentle submission." 

" They are noble creatures all three," observed the king, 
warmly; and as to Agneta" — he was about to proceed, 
and Paulina's cheek was already flushed of a gleaming 
crimson, when they chanced to reach the dilapidated enclo- 
sures of a hut that appeared to be the decayed lodge of a 
forester ; and as they passed the miserable door, a child in 
ragged peasantv vestments rushed before the horses, wring- 
ing her little hands in an agony of sorrow, and imploring 
the interposition of the stranger. Her dishevelled hair half 
concealed the face it overhung, but her tattered garments 
and faltering voice bespoke compassion ; and Ferdinand, 
who supposed her to be seeking alms, flung his purse upon 
the path ; where the child, renewing her supplications, per- 
mitted it to lie unheeded. 

*^ We have outstepped our train," said the king, reining 
in his steed, and looking b^k; 'Met us hear, while we 
tarry here to wait their approach, what this urchin has to 
say. Hastily dismounting, and tying his horse iotbi paling, 
Jie followed the weeping child into the cottage where his 
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worthy lieait was roosed to immediate indignatioa by the 
sowid of piercing sbiidcsy and by the sight of heavy blows 
deacendiiig from the upUfted aim of a furious beldame upon 
the ahnnking shoulders of a lovely peasant, who implored. 
and promis^, and retreated hotu her clamorous Tiolence. 
Ferdinand interposing between the paiUes, arrested the 
threatening hand of the old woman, and insisted upon an 
immediate suspension of hostilities. The virago now ap- 
peared inclined to voit her rage upon the intruder, and re- 
doubled her growling menaces ; while, her victim, profiting 
by so fair an occasion of escape, took refuge with her sister 
in an adjoining shed. ^ 

Ferdinknd reiterated his inquiries as to the nature of the 
delinquent's culpability. ^^ Has she not broke my best 
pitcher in loitering at the fountain ?" shouted the grandame. 
*• Has she not been lingering these three hours from her 
household tasks, to gape after the royal procession, as if 
three awkward mawkins on horseback were a sight worth 
her labour ? — *' 

*^ Well, well, if a broken pitcher be all the grievance," 
said Ferdinand, " I have left ducats enough with her little 
sister to replace it, even had it been fashioned at Meissen. 
C!ome hither," said .he, to the youngest child, who now 
archly peeped at the door to reconnoitre the position of 
affairs. ^^ Come hither, and render up the purse to thy 
grandmother.'' 

" Not I, in sooth," replied the wayward urchin. " You 
gave it to me — to myself — shall I pay a tyrant for beating 
my sister ?" 

'< Thou art a proper rebel, and a likely," said the amazed 
king. 

« Keep a civil tongue, friend," resumed the imp. Here's 
ray sister, who will bear witness to the gift. Vavet, Vavet! 
come forward." 

« Vavet — ^Vavet !" shrieked* the old woman in her turn ; 
and a third girl, a little gentle trembler, crept into the 
chamber. , 

" Speak, Vavet i" said the angry claimant of the purse. 
•* Did not the gentleman bestow his gift unconditionally ?" 

The little girl hung her h^d, but replied not. 

"Speak, idiot 1" exclaim'(fflP the infuriated grandame-, 
•* Hast thou no voice ?" 

•« Speak, child I" said Ferdinand encouragingly. The 
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whitey and then^th awkward irresolution from one to the 
^ith the exubqferlocutors. 

'^^court. TKer, Vavet!" said the king, interested by her 
timi«aceofj^ 

" UjKT^^in^hispered the trembling giil, " penniade Ma- 
dame d'Olredo to forgive me. I am so stupid that 1 can 
never act — not even in the hope of amusing you. Dear 
uncle ! pardon me for being less gifted than my sisters — 
Elschen — Theresa, intercede for me !" And Agneta was 
on the point of bursting into tears, when a suppressed titter 
from the windows reminded her that the scene had many 
spectators ; and her pride came to her assistance. But the 
king stooping affectionately to kiss her drooping forehead, 
soon overpowered her excuses by his own self-accusutions 
of credulity and blindness ; and while he playfully shook 
the little pretended peasants who had so skilfully imposed 
upon him, Madame d'Olredo was beginning to renew her 
vituperation, although in somewhat more courtly terms. 

^^ Vayez un peu comme elle eat niaise^ cetie petite ! elle est 
iite absolument a manger de Vkerhe — aa maladrease cc taut 
gcUS i 

" Do not let Madame d'Olredo scold Agneta," whispered 
little Elschen to her uncle. 

" If there is to ba any scolding in the case," observed 
the king, '< t shall not spare the boldness of those who made 
me the butt of a puppet-show. Your daughters are clever 
actresses, Paulina," he observed to the queen, as they re- 
sumed their ride ; " but as Max, and young Ileldenstadt, 

and my trusty friends A , and B , and C , and 

D ■ ■ are pouring into their ears a chorus of ecstacy and 
admiration, they can spare the expression of mine." 

Paulina, whose sanction had not, in the present instance, 
been sought by Madame d'Olredo, but wh.jse maternal 
vanity was too easily gratified by any exhibition of talent 
on the part of her daughters to allow her to notice that her 
brother shared not her indulgent admiration of their little 
impromptu^ began to express her regret that Agneta's ill- 
timed timidity should have prematurely concluded the scene. ' 

** I detest scenes, and I honour the child," replied Fertii- 
-nand, abruptly ; " and as I was just now on the point of ob- 
nerving to you, my dear Paulina, that little girl's destiny — ** 

" May I entreat peiinission," said Baron A , riding 

lip, cap in hand, <* to forewarn your majesties tliat the brook 

Vox.. II.~9 
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traversiiif the road thioagh yonder diiigleS^igDati(»i by the 
len b the late rains to a^nit of fording wi^f heavy blow 
charged to assure you, Sire» with the most pra beldame u^i^ 
that hat the inhabitants of Westerburg anwho imfffm 
majesty s gracious intentiony a temporary btd^elmikild kx9t 
been provided/' ^ 

** What opinion have you formed of your good svjbjects 
of Westerbui^y Paulina ?" said the king, his thoughts )teking 
a new turn as the equerry again subsided into the back* 
ground. 

<< They are, for the most part, worthy, loyal, simple-heart- 
ed people," replied the disappointed mother ; *< with less of 
affectation and chicanery than I had believed possible in a 
mortal race. I find among them none of those cabals or 
interested manoeuvrings which sometimes perplexed me at 
the residence ; for Ambition, who introduces so vile a train 
wherever he forces a way, finds little to care for am<mg us, 
and disdains to visit our remote obscunty. Envy and ma* 
lice are unknown at Westerburg." 

<' Surprising !" exclaimed the king ; '' for the city surely 
boasts both places and placemen. You have at least tax- 
gatherers, sextons, toll-keepers, and such public function- 
aries ; you have men of letters too— artists ;.. have yoo 
neither ambition nor eni^ among them? — have you no sa- 
tirists — no reviewers 

♦ 

Who build their fame 
On ruins of another's name ; 

H— no scribblers of memoirs — ^literary Gouls, who prey upon 
the illustrious dead ?" 

<< Our literati and artists," replied the queen, '' are equally 
emulous, laborious, and unassuming. I never heard a mur- 
mur of pretension, or of malice from among them ; oti reaU, 
your majesty's clearer perception ma^ decide the question, 
for I have made known yoQr gracious intention of receivii^ 
(heir respectful homage this very evening." 

** Nous verronsy^^ said Fer4inand, in a low tone. And 
when at night he entered the great saloon of the palace, 
and beheld the tasteful simplicity of its decorations, and 
observed the well-dressed mob that crowded its vast encemU, 
he acknowledged that the eife could not easily detect the ' 
provinciality of the Westburghians. But the fairest sight of 
%a^ was that of his three lovely nieces» with their iobe8|||L^ 
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whHey and their uttadorned treases, contnuting gracefully 
with the exuberant finery and gaudy draperies of the rest of 
the court. They were clad in the loveliness of youth, — in 
the grace of perfect innocence ; — three spotless lilies united 
upon one stem! 

But if King Ferdinand felt contented and pleased^ as one 
by one the most potent, grave, and reverend signors of the 
city were presented to his royal notice, Paulina endured an 
agoqy of shame and mortification during the whole of the 
ceremony. She beheld her subjects transformed as by the 
infiuence of Circe's wand ; she saw personages whom she 
had long esteemed as rational beings, excellent citizens, 
sample Christians, suddenly converted into ambling, mincing 
fops, or sententious formalities ; poising their words, and 
polishing their sentences to the very acme of boredom. 
The men of the law attempted to talk like judges ; the men of 
letters like academicians ; both equally affecting to theorize 
and dazzle by their originality. lU gdfoient Veaprii qu'iU 
mcaientf en vculant avmr cdui quHU n'avoient pas. The 
mUitaires swelled out their well-padded chests, and sported 
▼alour and martial dignity enough for a whole brigade ; the 
exquisites bowed with a bewitching supererogation of ele- 
gance, which bespoke them candidates for a chamberlain's 
key ; and worse than all, the ladies of the circle, who, in 
their general ioae were modest and gentle, and content with 
the excellence of their reputation as wives and mothers^ 
appeared on the present occasion full of minauderie and ab- 
surdity : — ^frizzled, patched, flounced, and simpering, looking 
** delightfully with all their might," they put to condign 
aliame the opinions so recently expressed by Paulina. 

^ What can all this mean ?" thought she, as she observed 
the arch expression of triumph that twinkled in the eyes of 
her good brother-in-law. And confessing herself vanquished, 
although by some strange enchantment, she seated herself 
IB a chair of state by his side, to look upon the dancers. 

" My dear Paulina," whispered the king, " if you throw 
a single bone amid the best organized troop of dancing 
^ogs, their gravity is discomposed — their subordination at 
an end. You have learned to know your little company of 
comedians in new characters to-night. — Sister, sister ! Wes« 
terburg is a remote place — but.it is not beyond reach of the 
«ev9n-leagued boots of human frailty. Good^l" he conti- 
Uuming his observation to the graceful exerticHis ci 
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tbe heroes and heroines of the ball, *^ jrour Theresa dances 
like a wood nymph, Elschen like a fairy-*— but where is Ag- 
neta ?" 

^ I have thought it better to avoid infecting her with a 
taste for the pleasures of the world." 

'< Right, right, dancing is not essential to human happi« 
ness ; my son never dances, he thinks it an undue agitatioD 
of the muscles. Heldenstadt dances well« sister ?" 

^<I perceive the count in attendance upon my ejdest 
daughter, and I conclude he has your majesty's sanction to 
ill! the allotted place of the hereditary prince,*' observed 
^Paulina, somewhat haughtily. 

" His lather is an old and valued friend of my ovim," re- 
plied the king ; " and you will oblige me by marking your 
recognition of the circumstance, through some show of 
favour to his son. And by the way, Paulina, your graces 
must be promptly dispensed, for we must away again at sun- 
rise. A courier to-night from my high-constable — pshaw — 
my secretary, I would say, for the home department, requires 
my immediate return. I must therefore profit by the last 
interview we may enjoy for years, to announce to you that my 
cousin and ally, the reigning Grand Duke of Casselaria^ 
has made overtures for the hand of the Princess Theresa in 
marriage." 

" He must be rather old for a suitor," said the queen» 
thoughtfully : " I remember he did the same for mine." 

** On this occasion his son is the aspirant, and I trust he 
will be a successful one. /, at least, see nothing to object 
in the alliance, nor, I trust, will you ; and on the princess's 
seventeenth birthday, the young prince, who is now on his 
travels, will be presented to your notice. In the meantime, 
should any reasonable obstacle occur to your mind, let me 
learn it candidly from yourself. With respect to Agneta — ". 

"Uncle! dearest uncle !" exclaimed the little Elschen, 
flying wildly into his arms, " intercede for me with Madame 
d'Olredo ; my cousin. Max, has promised me Agaloppe, and 
the lady in waiting has announced my hour for retirement." 

The kind-hearted Ferdinand, readily following the gui- 
dance of the undisciplined child, went in search of the fe- 
minine authorities, leaving Paulina once more perplexed by 
disappointment and vexation. 

"The king and queen have been whispering," 8aidCg«f& 
A , mysteriously to Cknuit B .^ Sb^^ 
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^ The^ have even appeared storangeiy interested in their 

s&bjeot of discourse," observed Baron C , to Baron 

D » in the same implicatory tone. 

^* The place of deputy-usher to the sub-clerk of the 
back-stairs, fell vacant yesterday," replied B , to A . 

"And I had intended to ask for it for my wife's second 
cousin's brother-in-law's nephew," faultered D , to 

" Her majesty has doubtless forestalled you : my life on 
it she has been busy in solicitation ! Was any thing elsi^ 
vacant?" 

" A cornetcy in the Gotha Hussars," 

" No ! I got that last night at his majesty's caucher for my^ 
tailor's grandson." 

" Last night ?-^I was present, and did not hear the 
promise." 

* You were stooping to pick up a comb." 

" By heavens l" exclaimed Count A , inwardly, " if 

one does but sneeze, that cursed graspall gets the start of 
one." 

" I wish we were all back at the residence," resumed 

Count B . " All this is time lost ; beside the misery of 

being smiled upon and interrogated by this herd of ill-shaped 
dromedaries. Positively I have seen more toumure in 
a dancing bear than in the most courtly of the Wester- 
burghians." 

" Look at yonder effigy of a Chevalier d^ Harmeurt^^ said 

Baron C . " On his etUriCf half an hour ago, I saw him • 

perforate a dowager's damask sacque with his sword, in an 
attempt at a bow ! If one chance to die of ennui at the resi- 
dence, one dies in good company ! Gracious saints ! here 
comes the Montesquieu of the province ; he gave me verba- 
tim seven pages of his projected criminal code as we rode 
through the forest ; and insinuated that he had an eye to being 
president of the board of ." 

" President of the bored ? of the borers, I should imagine.'* 

In another moment the shuddering B- was transfixed 

within the clutches of the eloquent button-holder. Mean- 
while Paulina, who had been engaged in the ceremonies of 
Ihe evening, advanced with graceful urbanity towards the 
little knot of courtiers. 

" I regret. Baron, to find that his majesty's determination 
to leave us to-morrow is irrevocable ?^' 

9* 
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**Alas! Madam," replied Baron C > in a minor 

key, << it is from your majesty's lips alone that I can endure 
with resignation so painful an announcement. A few days 
passed at Westerburg form an epoch of life, an era of enjoy- 
. ment, at once brightening the wastes of memory, and dark- 
ening the prospects of expectation." 

« Nevertheless, Count A , I fear that you, who are 

60 warmly attached to the residence, must have been shock- 
ed by the rural barbarism of our sylvan excursions^ our 
rude festivities ?" 

" Your majesty deigns to remember the time when I did 
^indeed find my sole enjoyment within the precincts of the 
capital of Westerania. I have lately believed myself grown 
insensible to aD earthly pleasures ; but I have visited West- 
erburg, and the renewed feelings of the past have taught me 
where has been my loss, and how irretrievable must be its 
nature." 

The queen smiled graciously pleased, if not persuaded. 
It was a dogma of her moral faith that flattery is a par- 
donable if not a laudable engine. As the evidence of a 
wish to please, she considered it une supercherie aifnabky 
an innocent deception. Alas ! when did flattery need an 
apologist ? — 

In making the tour of the ball-roOm, to dispense with 
due impartiality her coveted smiles, varying with regal art 
her inquiries of assumed interest, yet receiving a singula^r 
reduplication of reply — "As your majesty pleases," — 
* ** With your gracious majesty's permission I' ' — it occurred t« 
f Paulina's sensitive feelings that there was less of empresses 
ment^ — less competition for her approach, than she had evei 
witnessed. 

So Dian fades, subordinate and dim, 
When SoFs fierce triamph»8hines, 

thought the queen, piqued, but not surprised. And when 
she came to the remote comer, whither her recreant sub> 
jects had piirsued the timid heir apparent, pouring into 
fiis ears her own accustomed tribute of base coin, she 
thought the mtpercherie any thing but ainuzble ; and, coa- 
ficious of their prospective views, detested their baseness. 
6he remembered the definition of a courtier, afibrded by 
the malignant regent of France ;-— << unhomme sane hman^^ , 
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eisamhonneur^^^ and fell insensibly into the apostrophe of a 
more creditable philosopher^ << Jeunetse duprince ! — source 
des heUes fortunes /"* 

From such imbittering contemplations Paulina turned to 
the gratifying spectacle afforded by her lovely daughter. 
She saw Theresa sailing through the dance like a stately 
swan, while the eyes of her partner Count Heldenstadt» 
however intensely fixed upon her gaaceful movements, did 
but reflect the general admiration of which -she was the ob- 
'ject. She saw that " limber etf," the fairy-footed Elschenj 
sporting like a butterfly amid her young companions, — 
and her heart beat with the proudest of pleasures. But 
when, returning towards the chair of state in* which she had 
planted her royal brother, she perceived that throughout the 
happy doze in which he still contrived to nod, keeping time 
to the orchestra, he retained the gentle hand of Agneta who 
sat patiently and silently by his side,— like a white rose hid* 
den amidst the bushes, — tears came into the mother's eyes ; 
and a wish, and a hope that Ferdinand might learn to lov^ 
and protect her helpless child, sprang simultaneously into 
her heart ! 

As the little girl involuntarily started upon her mother's 
approach, the king opened his wondering eyes, — shook his 
cars, — and apologized. " He was a weary !" he said : 
and Paulina felt conscious that his homely excuse was the 
first faithful word she had heard that evening. 

" And, sister," continued he, apart, " since we must leave 
you ere daybreak, methinks it were as well that I retired ; 
I could sleep better on my pillow than here. God be with 
you, Paulina, till we meet again ; — nor Spare me the same 
good wish : for many inquietudes will soon beset us on the 
behoof of our children. In a few weeks my son departs to 
join his first campaign ; and next autumn, — I think Theresa's 
birthday, sister, chances in th? autumn, — the hereditary 
prince of Casselaria will present himself to your anxious 
scrutiny. Theresa's destiny will then be*decided ; — and as 
^lo Agneta, — ^but I Jwep you standing, — the night wears, and 
I 9^XifiUiguiddom%r debout,^^ 

After a very gracious salutation, Ferdinand crept stealth- 
ily, and, as he believed, unobserved from the ball-room. He 
felt or feigned unconsciousness that every eye was gloating 

'^ La Brayere^ 
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npon his every movement ; tint the Westerbm^luans had 
accurately noted how many.pinches of smiff had beoi taken 
by their gracious liege — how many times a s^eeSEe had 
discomposed the royal muscles. In definite of his anxiety 
not to disturb the festivities of the evening by his eautious 
itetreaty every one had become wearied beyond descrqitioD 
iVom the exact moment of his kst irrepressible yawn— — 

Qnand Aoguste avoit bu— la Pologaa ^toit ivre.'*' 

In half an hour after Ferdinand's smuoSe^ the guests were 
gone, the lights extinguished, and slumber closed each leaden 
lid in peace." 



CHAPTER IV. 

To gleam the lambent meteor of an hour. 
To swell some peerage page in feeble pride, 
AVith long-drawn names, that grace no page beside. 

BraoN's Epistle to the Duke of Donth ' 

11 ne faut point mettre un ridicule ou il n'y en a point ; c'est se 
g&ter le goiit, c'est corrompre son jugement, et celui des antres. 
Mais le ridicule qui est quelque part, il faut Vy voir, Pen tirer avec 
gr§ice, et d'une manidre qui plaise et qui instruise. 

La BaiTTxax. 

" How was the queen dowager looking ?" said Countess 
A to her husband on his return from the residence. 

" Well, — excellently well, — if you inquire as a physi- 
cian ; but, sick past all surgery, if you ask as a disciple of 
the school for scandal, ^e had on a toqve of last season, 
and her complexion is now so brilliant, that not a tinge of 
ropge is required." 

' ^^Ah! JHeuy quel horreur! But no woman can run-theil 
cruel risks of. air and exercise which Paulina alSects to 
brave, withou^%ecoming revoltingly robust ; — ^nay ! even 
the saintly Maintenon kept her turkeys in a mask ! And 
the king — how did he appear to Velish his reception ?'* 

* CEuvres da Fr6d6fic la Grand, j 



*^ His majesty's appearances are little to the purpose ; 
but if we may judge by his actions^ which are tolerably 
decisivet nothing in Westerburg became him like the leav- 
ing it I suspect he was half afraid his young bear would 
begin to growl amicably to one of his cousins if we lingered 
another day ; — for we were rattled off like a shower of 
pumice stones from a crater." 

• ** And ..iSie young adventurer who has made his appear-* 
ance^i^ng us with the same volcanic brilliancy and 
abru{files»f * 

*< Heldenstadt ?-~oh ! he is still a man whom the king 
delighteth to honour." 

** Yes," interposed Baron C , " Ferdinand thrust him 

into the society of the princesses, till the court and the city 
were wonderstriiKk." 

^* His majesty has as much usage du monde as my poodle V^ 
observed the countess, indignantly. " At all events, I rejoice 
to find he has not renewed his engouementpemr la belle belle-' 
sfBUTy notwithstanding his sympathy with her pococurant€ 
coldness of mind. Is she popular at Westerburg ?" 

" Popular ? — why, yes,— /aitte de mteux^ as the Laplanders 
value lamplight during their peremptory winter; but she 
has not wit enough to strengthen* her party. Her queen 
bee-ship has* too much pride, or too much indolence* to 
gather a swarm." 

" Then you did not patronise her, my dear A ?" 

*' Not much, indeed, — I am persuaded we shall never 
have her here again ; and as soon as the marriage of the 
hereditary prince is solemnized with the archdutchess, we 
shall know on which side the sun shines : for the last three 
years it has been difficult to guess." 

" I cannot imagine," observed Countess A , musingly, 

" what attaches Countess d'Olredo and Baroness Laudohn 
to the queen ; for I doubt if either of them would be pen-., 
sioned if Paulina were to die to-morrow l'-** 

** Still less wou^ you be able to comprehend their 
JMQOtives of loyalty, had you visited Westerburg." 

" It is, indeed, difficult to conceive," said Baron C , 

drawing himself up, and looking as dignified as Marius 
among the ruins of Carthage, " it is difficult to conceive 
how a man of any standing in the world can be tempted to 
resign his own position, for the false footing of royal favour ; 
—-a favour which elevates him for a time above his equals 



to plange him bdov fliebr letri wImo iaa support k witfi- 
dnwn. One ool j modve can I und^ratand for such a 
aacrtfce, — a pqnonal afiectkm lor the soTerdga by wfeom 
it k reqaired ;'' — the baroD sighed — ^^ an afiactioiw — a dis- 
interesled devotioo^ — which aims the mind against the 
thonij ways of a court.'' 

** Is the kii^ coining ?" exclaimed Coq|ites8 A » 

looking cautiously round in the posuasion that lA^kiqQent 
/Mde piogDoeticated an aodmscade. ^^1^ 

** No !— ^ has a qinrter of an hour of wtearsdi^umf^foxe 

him," relied her Irashand. ** We are safe ; — C has 

miscalculated his time ; — never mind, we will encore him." 

^ ^i^^, without supposing an interested motive," inter- 
rupted Baron D » ^ we cannot but marvel at the Cur- 
tius-like devotion that induces the courtieis at Westerburg 
to abandon their proqiects at the resid^ice. And, aftei 
all, neither place, pension, nor preference r^nty the heroism 
of yielding up one's beet ye«» to the obscurity of a pro- 
vince. Imagine the wretchedness of anich a destiny ! — of 
haunting a society which only afbrds the varieties of ^ecca- 
tmne or ^eceatruxj—of mere masses of clay, — mere ciphers 
in moral value, — who might as well be nameless, since no 
meaning attaches itself to their announcement; whose 
suffirage, when wtm, is disowned as a degradaticm. *• C^eH 
urn roMemUtmati dt cammSrages; une coUeeHan d^emtttU 
dicers ei pareQs /' as Corinna, or her prototype, has observed 
of a British countiy-town. And, above all, what end or 
aim can exist in such a place as Westerburg, for an en- 
bgkiemed mind ?" pathetically demanded the baron ; who, 
on the strength of a dozen stanzas on moonlight in the 
Aurora pocket-book, and an Ossianic apostrophe to the 
Vaierkmdt in die Urania almanack, took credit as a poet 
And a man of letters. << Why, it were sacrilege, — self-im- 
molation, — intellectual suicide, to encounter the mepbitic 
vapours of such a Lethe !" 

** A provincial town is a mora^ ad-^e-sacy — a gorgon's 
head which petrifies all who approach its pernicious influ-^ 
•ence," interposed Count A., who was by profession a diner- 
out, and dUewr de hotu mots. " ^ MauvaU caractereP says 
one who was at the head of that profession, one hundred 
and filfly years ago, ^ t^e principle perhaps ' ^h'oti peui 
rnMrs de soif tmau nofi A son procham.'*' 

"^^ A mim of fine faculties," siaid the Uranian, in a depre- . 



^ 



Citing toner ^'meeta in such obsctnity no imf>Qhie to eaO^ 
tiiem into action ; the dial, however true, ikids no sunsbim' 
to reveal its accuracy, and the fire within the flint sleep^^ 
secure from the cession of metal more attractive." to 

" How sweetly he talks,'' murmured the countess, lookin^s 
bored and bewildered. ** And it is all very true,— one nev^y 
hears a word of the fetes and balls of Westerburg at th#^^ 
residence." ita- 

" Ay, ay," said Baron C, waking at the first comp?®st 
hensible word that had reached his ears ; ** go where yonie 
will — ^traverse Europe, — the world ; — and you will figer. 
nothing like the ease, and refinement, and luxury of the ^^^' 
sidence. In all other places the day has forty-eight hour ^^ ^ 
here a ccmstant emulation of diversions, a constant floi(^ ^^^ 
gayety and wit, render life a voli^tuous dream of enjoymel *°^ 
The residence ! there is not such another spot under tF**^ 
sunshine !" ^t- 

The king, as it may be conjectured, entered as these won^"* 
burst from the well-oiled lips of the baron. — He enter€^ ^^ 
and listened with bland and smiling urbanity to the torref?^ 
of solicitude, rippling, however, in the small wavelets cn^' 
measured courtier elegance, which poured itself into his ^ 
ears. 

Had his majesty suffered from the warmth of the evening ? 

Count A , fearful of disturbing his slumbers, had thrice 

paraded the terrace to see that the closed jdhu&ies excluded 
the afternoon sun." 

" Baron B ^had waited to ascertain that his majesty's 

coffee was served duly hot, and the ckasse cafe duly cold." 

w C— — , had the honour to assure his gracious liege that 
Daphne's puppies had been taken out to roll on the greens- 
ward." 

** And D , after a perusal of every line of the AUge^ 

meine ZeUungy advertisements and all, was grieved to inform 
his royal master that not a syllable of news could be de* 
tected." 

Ferdinand looked archly from A to B , from 

C to D ■ , simpered as he replaced the countess on her 

9eat, and 

M Thanked the love which tasked his gratitade.'' 
They thought him deceived — ^flattered — ^p^etrated by 



^thcir ddv6tio]i9 and were themselyea duped by tbeir oimcre-^ 
•dulity. The tables were turned. 

^ ** Mon amie, mon aimable amie !'* wrote the French £n^ 
fVoy, with his despatches to Paris, that evening ; " accorde 
|p mon malheur toute la syrapathie dont il est digne, et qui 
f me semblera douce puisqu'elle doit m'arrivcr de ta part. 
*Re\hgu6 a une petite viUe qui vise au bongoiit,et a un cer- 
'^>in ton d'elegance, sans pouvoir y parvenir, les efforts 
***femels qui passent sous mes yeux me fatiguent et le coeur 
. i I'esprit. Quant au roi, c'est une bonne bete, qui a assez 
"^f finesse pour faire croire qu'il n*est que mediocrement 
'^^— -c'est deja beaucoup. En vrai savant, il braque sa lu- 
,te tandis que tout dort autour de lui ; et il porte assez 
^!i ses decouvertes. Pour les courtisans de notre vilain 
*^HSrsailles, ce sont des lucciole, qui ne brillent que * parce- 
^u'il fait noir.' Enfin, ma tout aimable amie, a moins que 
^1 ne me croies digne du sort vestal, d'etre enterre vif — 
^nppuie, je t'en conjure de tout ton credit, mon rappel au 
^^yonde^ — au mond civilise !'* 

ha it They call this here a court,'* wrote English Tom, his 
ffroom, to a friend in Piccadilly, " I suppose because they 
never seed the Twilleries nor Winser. There's a great 
sight of people to be sure, but not one o' the pack as 
ever was heard on to signify — The king's got a pigtail, 
and rides a hunting on a demi-pique. 1 sha'n't be sorry to 
;get back to Hyde Park Corner, where people knows what's 
what." 

f' '.:■■ 

* "A tous les coeurs bien n^s, que la patrie est chdife V^ 

* • 

.^ Jflecettons a ms.mmtms, , The departure of king, and 
, prihce, and courtiers, left Westerbui^, to use Beatrice's de* 
fihition, ^* as dull as a great thaw." The Westerburghians, 
,|[ionscious and ashamed, felt that, they had betrayed the cloven 
.foot^ and were fain to lengthea their trains, and robes, and 
surplices, in order to regain the reputation of a better 
pfyiussure. '■ The ladies ofA^he little court, in their recent 
renewal of intercourse wi^i the residence, had gathered 
only discontents foi' their scSitude, and learned to pine for 

. Vanished sceptre^, ct^onets, and balls. 
Which left them loncE^Jto woods and empty halls ! 

fiven the'youpg princesses W^re infected h^ the amii con- 
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!9equent upon over-excitement ; the sun of their festivities 
had set, but its shadows yet lingered. 

And Paulina, how grievous an anxiety had she won from the 
visit of the king 4— ^-what apprehensions were beginning to 
darken the destihies of her lovely daughters ! — what thorns 
were springing from her roses ! Two painful tasks already 
forced themselves upon her exertions ; she had to prepare one 
child, one beloved and loving child, for an eternal and inevita- 
ble resignation of the best charities of Hfe, of the sweetest 
duties of womanhood ; — and another for the unwelcome 
task of courting their blessings within the arms of a stranger. 

" My mother," whispered Agneta, in reply to the com- 
munication, which had been breathed under the veil of a 
dim uncertain twilight, *< I know by thy voice that thou art 
weeping ! Yet, wherefore weep ? Keep thy tears till I am 
gone, mother ; — ^keep them till tJie forbidding gates of thte 
t^loister have closed upon my youth ; — then weep, then sot- 
TOW for thine alienated child! Grieve that she was borti 
but to have lived in vain ; — grieve that she was permitted to 
learn the blessedness of human love— of the ties of kindred 
-—but that she might truly measure the vastness of solitude, 
and estimate the wretcheidness of being alone in heart ; — 
alone, mother, and forgotten t But mourn not now !~do 
not— do not sully one hour of the numbered days we are 
permitted to pasd together !'* 

The replies of the Princess Theresa to her communication, 
if less affecting, were still more perplexing to her mothei". 

" Is the Prince of Casselaria amiable ? — a good son — ^a 
good brother ? Does his reputation permit me to hope for 
a continuation of that happiness, those enjoyments of domes- 
tic life, with which I have been hitherto so richly blessed ?" 

" His Serene Highness, my dear child, has been selected 
by your uncle to receive your hand," answered Paulina, 
definitively. 
V " Will he separate me immediately and irrevocably from 
ray home, — from my beloved family ?" 

" His majesty's ministers have concluded the articles of 
alliance." 

<< Is the prince as handsome as Count Heldenstadt ?" 

« Your seventeenth birthday, my own Theresa, will enable 
you to judge." 

« And should my judgment prove unfavourable, am I per- 
mitted to decline this projected union ?" « 

Voy.. II.— 10 
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" My child ! — ^you are only the princess royal of . Weste- 
rania ; you have no voice in the affair." 

From that hoar the queen remarked a singular alteration 
in the character, the habits, and even in the appearance of 
her daughter. Her temper, which had been of the gentlest 
nature compatibla with an animated and intelligent spirit, 
grew variable as the skies of spring — its beams and obscuring 
shadows chasing each other with unreasonable rapidity. She 
became listless and inert ; — her pencils lay neglected — her 
harp unstrung — her hair unbraided ; and indisposition was 
the sole and grievous iples. for all this self-abandojiment. At 
first it commanded general sympathy, and Madame d'Olre- 
do, whose pride and affections were equally centred in 
her eldest pupil, wearied the court-physician by her multi- 
form suggestion of remedies. She anticipated consump- 
tion, — ^threatened atrophy, — unless plenary indulgence and 
petit lait were lavishly administered ; and it was in the 
course of a long dissertation with which the volatile French- 
Woman favoured her majesty on this delicate subject, that 
Paulina became first fully aware of the inconsistency, flighti- 
ness, and well-intentioned absurdity of the person selected 
by her brother-in-law, and tolerated by herself, as the super- 
intendent of the education of her daughters. But was it 
too late to remedy the evil ? Theresa, it is true, was evidently 
profoundly influenced by tlie vaporous sentiments of her pre- 
ceptress ; but more than a year of childhood yet remained 
before her, in which to acquire the more solid qualifications 
; requisite to her high destinies. Agneta had fortunately been 
blessed with the oversight of thin courtly handmaiden of the 
muses ; and little Elschen had been only infected with a few 
hmoceni gentUlesses^ pardonable at her age ; she had in fact 
learned nothing, — except to dance the pas de ziphyr^ and to 
define with tufts of violets amid the beds of her garden, a 
very flourisbing P. for Paulina. 

In her first moment of disappointment and self-accusatioc^ 
on this discovery, the royal mother wrote to entreat that the 
king would persuade Madame d'Olredo that her health re- 
quired a journey to the waters of Baden ; and that he would 
supply her place by some lady of strong plain sense, general 
information, and particular principles. The first branch of 
the commission, Ferdinand discovered, as may be imagined, 
to be far easier of axecutioii than the second. Poor Ma- 
dame d'Olredo found herself a niost willing martyr to a new 
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disorder, invented for her especial use, at the suggestion of 
the king, by the court-physician ; who was not sorry to repay 
in kind the counsels with which she had so profusely favoured 
bis inexperience. Baden was prescribed as her solitary 
chance of escape from the rapid advances of the king of 
terrors ; the learned leech was even at some trouble to con- 
coct ** a digest of laws on the laws of digestion," and trace 
an original system of diet for the use of his unresisting pa- 
tient. Nay, he finally establisbed a reputation upon her 
miraculous cure ; and received an order of merit from Fer- 
dinand, and an honorary diploma from more than one foreign 
academy in homage to his discoveries. He was even talked 
of for the next batch of baronets ! 

But the selection of the new preceptress proved that a 
rational woman is a far blacker swan than a professional 
syeophftnt ; and there were many dissentient opinions relative 
to the pre-eminence of the countess Mardhoff, the successful 
candidate. She was very tall, — very learn'ed, — ^very formal, 
— ^very prudent; — petrifyingly rational, and immeasurably 
self-sufficient ; but her rivals declared that she was homie, 
bigoted, and cold of heart. She felt into an ecstacy, — the 
first of a long life, — upon her introduction to her pupils ; — . 
for she discovered th^it ^e had the blissful labour of total 
reformation before her ! Every- thing was to be undone, — 
unlearned, — ^unregretted ; — a new system of instruction was 
to begin ; and the old, by way of preliminary, was to be 
discussed, contemned, and deplored, in all ears, at all hours, 
in all seasons. She prefaced her prospectus by so eloquent 
a declamation upon the sins of her predecessor, that Paulina 
began to fear her daughters were only worthy leg madeUm- 
nettes, or fes petUes mcd^ons; and that she herself deserved 
scarcely less than the knout for having so parlously misplaced 
her confidence. 

All this eloquence of wisdom or malice, tended not to 
calm the mind and fortify the health of the disc<»nforted 
Theresa; or to encourage and reassure the gentle heart 
of the timid Agneta. The former, indeed, drooped daily ; 
and her royal mother was already directing her thoughts to 
the. possible efficacy of petU lak^ when one day little Elschen 
bounded into her boudoir, holding a gilt morocco volume in 
her band, and exclaiming, " Victory, — mother, victory 1 I 
have found it all out I" 

<^ Found what ? — my little vehement girl." 
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^^ The cause of Theresa's illness, and your sadness, and 
all our sorrow." 

^< Come and sit on my knee then, and make me as learned 
as yourself. What is the Manuel des nudades which you 
are searching so eagerly ?'* 

Elschen threw back her Haxen curls from her bright blue 
eyes ; and with a graye voice proceeded to develope the 
mystery. <' Ecoute, chire maman ! < Cupidon, ills de Venus, 
enfant git^ des dieux, ennemi du genre hiunain, se fait re- 
connoitre par la malignite avec laquelle il aiguise ses traits* 
Ses victimes se trahissent par un air de langueur, par un ton 
d'inconsequence ; pleurant sans chagrin, riant sans gaite, 
ils cherchent vainement a voiler aux autres^. tant qu'a eux 
mimes, la douleur qui consume leur ^tre ;-^ ' " 

Paulina snatched the gorgeous volume from Elschen's 
little hands ; — it was a mythological class-book of Madame 
d'Olredo's ! 

A messenger from the Countess Mardhoff indignantly 
claiming the little truant, fortunately terminated Princess 
Elschen 's inquiries ; and the mother was left alone with 
her thoughts. 

How grievous they were, and how gloomy ,r-those fond 
maternal solicitudes ! — Gould the child have stumbled on 
the truth ? — could she have unconsciously shaken amid her 
sportive play the fruitful tree of knowledge ? — Pauhna was 
puzzled to decide. She had loved, tenderly and faithfully ; 
but she had never ^' been in love ;" and the symptoms of the 
disorder were new to her e:$perience. The course of her 
own affections had run so smoothly, that she could not re- 
cognise the foaming torrent, or the gloomy stream of the 
caverned mine, as sharing in its tranquil elements. She 
had never pined "inly," — nor outwardly ; Aer tresses had 
never been cheated by tender emotion of their trimness of 
array ; — her harp had ever been carefully accorded, — even 
as a ten-stringed lute ! — 

Nor did her lettered recollections supply her deficiency 
of experience. Paulina, although she had become, under 
the auspices of an enlightened husband, a more than suffi- 
cient scholar, had been taught to look upon romances and 
novels as a sealed fountain, — a forbidden well-spring of 
knowledge ; and the nearest approach she had adventured 
to erotic literature, was through the flowery Idylls of Ges^- 
ner. Yet, despite her simplicity, something whispered — 
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some feminine instinct — that the mythologist and the fact 
were coincident ; and her contemplations terminated in a 
mental confession of faith — ^that an air de longueur 9 and a 
tim d^inccmequence were unfailing symptoms of — Lace! 

This point once conceded, the effect and the cause united 
their electric chain, and flashed conviction in her face. 
"Theresa was in love> — and with Count Heldenstadt !" 
A thousand particularities, — a thousand instances, — like 
grains of sand conglomerated bj a whirlwind, — became a 
cloud to guide her through her wilderpess of wonder. Pau- 
lina well remembered her daughter's scrupulous avoidance 
of his name ; her redundant repetition of, and constant re- 
currence to the charms and spectators of the ball, — hei: 
allusions to all by whose presence it was embellished saving 
the one, — ^the partner whose admiration had tinged her cheek 
with blushes, even while it clothed her lips with involuntary 
smiles. She spoke willingly and cordially of the hereditary 
prince, — of the courtiers in alphabetical precedence, — ol' 
all indeed and each, but — Heldenstadt! Paulina's heart 
grew heavy with the conviction.— A subject, an obscure 
individual, a s&upirant distinguished only by his giaces of 
address, and by the temerity with which he advanced their 
claims, to-be beloved by her daughter, by the daughter of a 
royal line, — forbid it every herald of the empire !-»-In the 
early vexation arising from her discoveries, she bitterly ac- 
cused the ex'gotwemante, as the origin of all the mischief. 
" Had Madame d'Olredo never named the name of love,*' 
said she, " Theresa would have remained ignorant of its 
influence. The heart, like a native gem, acquires its finest 
lustre and colouring from the hands that fashion its rough 
glories ; safe within the mine it is unconscious of the nobfe 
properties concealed within its bosom. What need had the 
countess to dazzle the eyes of my girls with her mythologi- 
cal tinsel ? — what need to prate in their pure hearing of the 
attributes of love ?" 

Resolved, however, to put her remaining doubts to the 
issue, the queen, taking occasion to mention in her daugh- 
ter's presence, the departure of the hereditary prince fin* 
the army, alluded casually to Count Heldenstadt as forming 
one of his retinue. " His Majesty's involuntary betrayal of 
deep anxiety during his recent visit," added Paulina, *'in» 
dtices.me to apprehend that the present campaign will not 
10» 
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terminate without some important and decisive moyemen^* 
Heaven guard our young countrymen I" 

She glanced towards Theresa as she spoke ; and instantly 
repented the rash severity of the probation she had inflicted. . 
The eloquent blood had wholly deserted the cheeks of the 
princess ; and flinging herself despairingly at her mother'Sv 
feet, she hid her face on her knees. Yet deeply and ten- 
derly as that gentle mother sympathized in her distress, she 
dared not establish its claims to a dJangerous compassion, 
by giving it a voice ; and pointedly attributing her daugh- 
ter's tears to the acknowledged danger of her young cousin, 
she affected to cheer her with assurances that Max would 
be regardfuUy considered by the great captain under whose 
banners he had engaged ; that the good King of Westera- 
nia's only son would be the object of many prayers,-r-that 
Heaven would guard him from evil. Then claiming from 
all around her their good wishes and flattering predictions, 
of his safe return,, she publicly assigned a motive for the 
aflliction of her child, which she was persuaded Theresa 
would not find courage to. disavow. 

Meanwhile, Uie secret passion cherished by the princess^ 
although like a Rosicrucian lamp, its flame was fed in 
gloomy loneliness, burnt on — brightly — ^purely — enduringly I 
But the terrors which sprang from the consciousness of its 
concealment, the agitation that arose on the dial's surface 
from the busy activity of the wheels within, became manifest 
to every observant eye. A strange self-reproving restless- 
ness imparted an air of irritation to all her movements ; a 
feverish spot upon her pallid cheek lent an unnatural bril- 
liancy unto,glances> half desponding, half remorseful ; and 
her noble and expansive brow gathered a new intelligence 
^om their varying expression^ Her step wavered, her smile 
appeared the convulsion of suppressed anguish, her breath- 
Wig became a sigh. Poor, poor Theresa! — like the be-, 
trayed sovereign of Denmark, a baneful drug had been, 
distilled into the porches of her ears, which already infected 
the very sources of her innocent being* She had been- 
wooed as a woman,-^and^ she loved like a diild ! 

It was at this inauspicious crisis that the Ambassadors of 
Casselaria were announced at the palace of Westerburg- 
They came in all the grandiloquence of their- calling to re- 
liearse tie glories of their prince, and to lay the trilmtes of. 
hJ9 hpjnage at the feet of the Queen dowager of Westera-. 
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mat : profound masters of the diplomatic craft, they hesitatedi 
not to sanctify with their endorsement the official lies which, 
ceremony preserves, from age to age, within her hollow 
archives. 

Their excellencies having delivered their credentials, and 
their initiatory discourse, proceeded to woo the young prin- 
cess, even as her royal grandames, paternal and maternal,, 
bad been wooed and won half a century before ; and with 
a breaking heart, ^^fra ndUe crepacuori,^^ Theresa was fain, 
to reply in those conventional terms of humble, grateful, and 
joyful acceptance which are stereotyped in the conventional 
press of ancient usage, for the state occasions of courtship. 
It is to be trusted that they do not. often so cruelly falsify, 
as. on this, occasion, the artless lips upon which they are 
ijnposed. The princess graciously accepted the gems ten- 
dered by the ambassadors, listened to their verbose cata- 
logue raisonni of the virtues, talents, and graces of the 
young Prince of Casselaria, and replied by a vacant smile 
to their assurances of her engrossment of the entire affection, 
of her future family connexions ; yet both eye, and ear, and 
spirit,. remained untouched and uninfluenced ; shadows pass- 
ed over the mirror of her mind, without leaving a trace upon 
its cold, blank vacancy. She thought neither of the prince 
nor of her nuptials ; dreaded them not,— shrank not from 
their announcement. They were a mere word, an idea, a 
visionary image ;— while the absorbing reality which had* 
fixed an iron grasp upon her heart, was the absence of Hel- 
denstadt and the perils by which he was environed. She 
£elt persuaded tliat he must fall upon the ensanguined field,, 
whereon he bad promised to win for her sake the honours 
accessible to his early soldiership ; that he would perish in 
aspiring to deserve her^.--and she in striving to> prove her- 
self grateful for the^ sacrifice. An unsubstantial world 
hovered around, her ; a world of hopes and fears unshared 
by the kindred or the friends to. whom her affections were* 
aa precious. She existed' for them no longer : conscious 
that love still jealously engrosses the worship of its votary,, 
friendship steals silently from tiie vain competition. The 
zvioming.star may herald the dawn, but its beams fade im- 
perceptibly in the brightness of the rising sun. 

Paulina trembled as she gazed upon her devoted child^ 
£iJie .trembled ! — for unto her placid spirit this lawless vehe- 
9teoce of feeling appeared a demon insi>iratio^ ;— a raging; 
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pesttlenee of the mind, drying equally the skill and the 
watehfulneas of leechcrait. She dreaded that the nature of 
the disease should hecome apparent ; that detection, deeply 
wounding the mind of her daughter, should harden it into 
shamelessness hy a disfiguring cicatrice. She feared that 
the Casselarian ambassadors, who were so laTish of their 
admiration of the unearthly and inspired radiance of The- 
resa's beauty, should detect the perturbed disorder which 
marred with discord 

^* The mind— the music breathiii^ frem her face,^' 

and a bitter trial soon put their penetration to the test. 

A courier*s horn was one night heard in the courtyard of 
the palace of Westerburg, during the whispering stillness of 
its evening circle ; and the excellencies extraordinary were 
called out to receive their despatches. In mercy however 
to the many bright eyes which had appeared animated by 
interest or curiosity, they quickly returned to announce in- 
telligence from the army ; — an action, — a victory. 

Who had conquered? Who had fallen? Paulina af- 
fecting to interpret the inquiring looks of the circle, had just 
i^ufficient presence of mind to name her nephew. " Prince 
Max — ^was he safe ?" 

" His Royal Highness had received a slight wound, and 
had gathered a forest of laurels ! His name had become the- 
rallying cry of the army." 

An involuntary murmur of pride and exultation — for once 
lionest — burst from the Westerburghian courtiers, while the 
ambassador having appeased the cravings of their curiosity^ 
proceeded to detail the more than chivalrous prouesses dis- 
played on this occasion by their own Highness, the royal 
hero of Casselaria. But the queen, intently observant c^ tiie 
condition of her pale, tearless, but agonized daughter, salt: 
the necessity of interference* 

" One moment I— my nephew's friend, young . Heldenr 
stadt?"— 

The ambassador paused with dignified amazement. 

"Count Heldenstadt-^my lord?" faltered the princes? 
Theresa, laying an eager hand upon his arm. 

His excellency was too true to the doctrines of his school 
to betray his discontent at so ill-timed an interruption. " I« 
as safe as his numerous friends can desire." 



TH£! PBZNCESS'b JOBTHDAT. 117 

" Then Heaven has heard my prayers," exclaimed Theresa, 
clasping her hands in utter disregard of the inquiring looks 
of the circle. 

Yet strange to relate^ this measureless indiscretion of de- 
meanour appeared to have wrought her no evil there where 
most it might be supposed offensive ; the enthusiasm of Uie 
Casselarian deputies for the future bride of their future king, 
seemed to exceed in proportion to her imprudence. The 
following day, in offering up their quotidian sacrifice of 
homage, they found for the first time a ready listener in the 
lovely Theresa. She had contrived to entangle in their dis- 
course the position of the army, of the enemy, — their strength 
and resources. Tambour et trompette appeared to make the 
music of her heart ; and the organization of the commis- 
sariat, and the condition of the hospitals, its engrossing in* 
terest ; and so warmly did the ambassador share her enthu- 
siasm, that no one would have guessed him as making part 
and parcel of the eiat civil. " Arms and the man" he sang ; 
and Theresa could have listened for ever. 



CHAPTER V. 

^' Theie old fellows 
Hftve their ingrratitude hereditary. 
Their blood is caked ; — 'tis cold — it seldom flows,. 
'Tis lack of kindly warmth — they are not kind, 
For Nature as it grows again toward earth, 
Is fashioned for thp journey— dull and heavy." 

Timon of Athens, 

'* To Her Majesty^ the Queen Dowager of Westerania. 

" Congratulate me, dearest sister ; the warmest wishes 
of my heart are fulfilled ! My son has won a name in the 
annals of the earth ;-^he is something more now than a 
mere Westeranian Prince ; Max hath proved himself a man 
and a deserving one ! The military decorations of the blue 
eagle and black lion of the first class have been vouchsafed 
to his exertions ; nor ha* he travelled the royal road to 
4istinctioo. My son has been wounded ; slightly indeed^ 
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but fluffici^itly at once la agitate and gratify a &tber^s 
heart. 

" But this is not all ! — ^forgive the garrulity of mj dotage? 
dear Paulina, and 70U wUl fbrgiie it ; for the interests of our 
kingdom and the character of its future sovereign are justly 
precious in your eyes ; forgive, and listen to my truest and 
most secret source of exidtation. 

<< In a sortie of some importance which was headed by our 
boy Hannibal, the Hessian troops entered a village which 
the dastardly selfishness of the flying enemy had consigned, 
upon its foiced abandonment, to the flames. Paulina ! even 
while the heart of my son was throbbing with the impatience , 
of pursuit, in the full triumfA of a successful movement, he 
paused in his hot career; his exertions, his energy, his 
self-possession, arrested the progress of desolation ; and by 
the courageous activity of his single arm he rescued three 
helpless women — four perishing children, from the flames ! 
Fool that I am ! — ^I weep as I write these words, dearest 
sister! — weep for joy, and parental pride ; — ^for what exploit 
can matoh in brilliancy the consciousness of having preserved 
seven human Isoei .^" — 

Paulina paused for a moment, and almost forgave the old 
man his nuUencontreux tone of self-satisfaction. She en- 
tirely forgave the hereditary prince his air nigaud; and cor- 
dially wished that heaven had made her such another son ! 
— San-m-law she might have said with equal candour ; but 
pride suspended the word> and she returned to the epistle. 

<< It is anticipated that a cessation of hostilities will (61- 
low the success of the present campaign ; and my ministers 
are consequently urgent that the marriage of the heir appa- 
rent should be solemnized in the course of next summer ; 
when the preliminary articles are adjusted, my kind, good 
sister shall be the first person from whom I will claim con* 
gratulations. 

" And now, Paulina, let us turn towards the prospects of 
your own beloved children ; which I cannot doubt to be as 
satisfactory to your feelings, as the conduct and expectations 
of Max have proved to mine. Theresa, — ^if I may rightly 
interpret the disdainful air which occasionally elevates her 
lovely head, is not discontented with the homage of their 
excellencies of Cassehiria, and the vision of a crown-ex- 
pectant ; and my meek and samtly Agneta probably lan- 
guishes for the approaching hour which is to foU her amid 
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the sinless flock of HeaveiL Thereupon I have sent the 
Archbishop of Trante to examine into her mental qualifica- 
tions for the dignities attached to the Abbey of Kastanien- 
wald ; and since the nuptials o£ Princess Theresa will follow 
her ensuing birthday ,--^ur eourt <;alendar amending xxny 
igiKnrancey acquaints me that it falls not until May — ^we 
hBLve decided in council that Agneta's tows shall be pro- 
nounced at the same eventful epoch. Felicitate them equally, 
and with an entire sincerity on the part of their loving uncle 
and sovereign, 

" FfiBDINAND.'^ 

Atthis announcefiient, Th^esa.andElschen involuntarily 
and most expressively turned towards the gentle Agneta^ 
and threw their arms around her neck, and wept. Paulina 
joined* not in their tears, nor swelled their tide of lamenta- 
tion ;— observing eyes were upon her actions ! She felt 
not however with the less intense anguish the two-fold arrow 
which had been launched from her brother's quiver ; and 
she loathed the selfishness which had prefaced the wound* 
with a recital of his own paternal triumph. But although 
she wept not, the pulses beat painfully in her lips and brow ; 
and while still chiding her children for their weakness, she 
drew Agneta towards her knee, and folded her silently 
within her arms. Still, still, she wept not; — but the 
struggle of a mother's agony was visible in every gesture I 

The -arrival of the reverend prelate was indeed a signal 
for general lamentation throughout the palace of Wester- 
hui^. The preceptresses, ordinate and subordinate, re- 
doubled their instructions — her sisters^ their embraces. 
Agneta alone remained unmoved, — ghe was hopeless I — 
And when his eminence interrogated her somewhat closely 
as to the ardour of her vocation, — addressing her as the 
elect of Heaven, — preferred to honours transcending all 
temporal distinctions, and surpassing in favour the appointed 
destinies of her royal sisters, — he concluded his exhortation 
by a simple question : " And dost thou not truly rejoice, 
my daughter, in the prospects of thine approaching beati- . 
tude?" 

" I pray you, ask me not, my lord !" replied the trembling 
girl. " My reply, if falsely framed, would be an offence to 
Heaven ; if truly spoken, would ensure my mother's repug- 
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fiance to yield me up unto the eloister. Let her not believe 
me to be a repining victim." 

The venerable prelate laid his hand upon her head with 
«n air of benediction ; nor reproved the self-betiayal of a 
veracious heart. Satisfied, — ^more than satisfied, with the 
intelligence, and acquirements, and frame of mind, displayed 
by the young abbess, he appeared to rejoice that a sacrifice 
so noble was to be laid upon the altar of God. He con- 
gratulated Paulina with cordiality upon the possessicm of a 
child thus richly inspired by the spirit of holiness ; and bade 
her rejoice that her daughter was about to be rendered 
back, spotless and pure as a dove of the temple, into the 
mighty hand which had lent her loveliness unto the earth to 
be a blessing and an example. 

Paulina suffered not her lips to dispute with the exalted 
minister of her faith. She argued not against his asser- 
tions, neither assented ; but simply replied, ^^ Your lordship 
will perceive that we are submissive unto the mandate of 
the king." 

A still closer adoption of ecclesiastical costume was the 
only privation, however, which awaited Agneta on the de- 
parture of the archbishop ; Ferdinand appeared inclined te 
aggravate the sacrifice of his lovely niece, by. leaving- her 
until the hour of profession, in the full enjoyment of mun- 
dane pleasures and privileges. Meantime, Theresa's lofti- 
ness of spirit^ and Elscben's fantastic gayety subsided into 
the oppres»on of subdued affliction. I said that not a cloud 
-ever passed over the palace of Westerburg ; alas ! there 
was now an eternal sirocco, — an unvarying bise; the ob- 
.scurity of an eclipse enveloped every object ; a shadow was 
^ shed upon the gloomy face of nature ! 

Was it insensibility, or was it a deficiency of tact, which 
induced Ferdinand to select this melancholy juncture for a 
series of i^tes to commemorate the return of peace, and of 
his son ?— He insisted that thet Te Deums, and illumina- 
tions, and transparencies^ of the capital should be doubled 
at Westerburg; he was anxious, he said, that his family 
^should participate in his triumphant joy^ He piomised 
Paulina to emulate her rejoicings in the approaching and 
auspicious month of May;— ^and bade her now example his 
future sympathy. With humiliated and grieving hearts, the 
queen and her unhappy daughters knelt therefore at the 
4iltar, to thank the Providence which had preserved tlieir 
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more fortunate cousin : and assumed an air of exulting de- 
light as they graced the festivities with which they were 
compelled to flatter his return. Yet Paulina, in deploring 
the cruel egotism of the old king, accused him hot of wil- 
fully imbittering her existence. She believed him to be a 
blunderer, — a fdcheux sans le voulotr^ — the best natured 
man, with the worst natured muse ; and she opposed nothing 
but patience and submission to the racks and scourges which 
he smilingly and benevolently assigned to her use. ' Perhaps 
her greatest mortification in the affair arose from her (Per- 
ception of the fervour with which her fated and beautiful 
Theresa joined in' the general thanksgivings for peace. 
She spake in her uttered prayers of the merciful preserva- 
tion of the allied hosts ; but it was evident that the tears 
which hallowed her gratitude — flowed but for a single 
soldier. 

In these distresses, — in these apprehensions, Winter trod 
along his gloomy way, as though his very steps were frost- 
bound. The sweet princesses of Westerburg became mu- 
tually reserved and silently estranged; for each had her 
several allotment of sorrow, which she strove to screen from 
the participation of the rest. It was grievous, indeed, to 
l)efaold their routine . of ordinary occupation falsify the ex- 
traordinary position of their preoccupied feelings ; it was 
afllicting to hear the piteous mournfulness which depressed 
the cadence of their voices when they sang, or to note the 
sadness of brow which belied their assumed cheerfulness 
when they smiled. Yet each believed herself secure from 
the commiseration of the others ; through the maintenance 
of that cautious and scrupulous reserve which we sometimes 
observe on the single subject engrossing our whole hearts^ 
while every other topic remains open to universal confidence. 
One word of Agneta's vows, — of Theresa's approaching 
marriage, or perilous attachment to Count Heldenstadt,-— 
was never breathed throughout the palace of Westerburg ; 
yet these misfortunes totally absorbed the interest of its in- 
habitants, and poisoned its sweet fountains of domestic 
peace. 

At length the tardy spring appeared ; and every flower 
that sprang from the earth*s bosom smote like an evil omen 
tipon the observant mother's heart The song9 of the 
earliest birds breathed only in her ears ^* h^irsh discords and 

Vol. IL^ll 
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iinpleasing sharps ;" and when the breath of April stole 
balmily among the swelling boughs of the awakened forestf 
Paulina clasped her hands above her agonized bosoni, and 
prayed that time would forbear his horrible speed. Yet 
still she spoke not of her griefs ; she held the hands of her 
children more and more detainingly when every day they 
jpressed her own, and her nightly kiss lingered with prolong- 
ing tenderness upon their brows ; but still she spoke not of 
fier griefs ! And oftentimes, when midnight past, the ladies 
of honour had withdrawn from her chamber, and all was 
silence and repose throughout the palace, she would steal 
from her sleepless pillow to the couch of Theresa or 
Agneta, and gaze upon their slumbering innocence as a 
miser gloats upon his treasury of hoarded wealth. Fair 
creatures I gentle ones ! — so spotless — so beloved — to give 
them up to separate and certain wretchedness was, indeed* 
a bitter resignation for a mother^s he^rt ! 

One evening — it preceded but by two the fatal birthday, 
and the ambassadors were already on their road towards the 
frontier, to welcome the Casselanan Prince, — Paulina and 
her daughters had been painfully observant throughout the 
day of their mutual reserve of look, and word, and thought, 
and had at length retired for the night ; each seemingly to 
rest — each literally to b ut I had better describe the 
picture as time progressively withdrew the obscuring cur- 
tain from its melancholy shadows, and touching groups. 

Paulina Having ineffectually striven to subdue in sleep the 
anxious forebodings whiph the wasted figure and colourless 
cheek of the elder princess had insinuated into her mind, 
seated herself beside an open wuidow to inhale the sweet 
spiciness of the summer air, which, having pilfered like a 
midnight thief the treasures of the garden bowers, was in- 
voluntarily betraying at every moment its jmlawful possesr 
sion of their rifled fragrance. She gazed upon the clear- 
obscure of the sky, and attempted to elevate her sinking 
thoughts unto the omnipotence informing its blue gulfs of 
unfathomed majesty. But it* might not be. Earth, like a 
preponderating balance, drew her back to her cai*es. 
Affection, like an attractid^ centre, restricted her mind to 
its proper orbit of — ^liome. Her children — ^her fair girls — 
so good — ^so gifted — ^so tenderly, so exclusively her own — 
were to be yielded up a sacrifice — or as Madame d'Olreda 
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would have said, "rendered, like the Ethiopian virgin^ 
firing victims to the cruel monster — custom." 

They were about to forsake their happy home— to be 
torn from the protecting side which had afforded so tender 
a shelter to their earliest hours. And as she looked back 
upon those hours, the perspective of time was fore-shortened 
beneath her glance ; and it seemed but yesterday — the yes- 
terday of the mind — that she had welcomed their infant 
faces to her pillow, and laboured to trace their father's 
lineaments in their unknown features ; — but yesterday that 
their faltering footsteps had first tottered towards her knee 
—or their imperfect accents breathed the first matchless 
music of a mother's name. Oh ! happy yesterday— ^misera- 
ble morrow — more miserable mother! — what could her 
after life afibrd in compensation for such a loss ? 

Overcome by these considerations, haunted by this affect- 
ing train of images, Paulina wrapped her loose white robe^ 
more closely over her aching bosom, and wandered towards 
Theresa's darkened chamber. The faint rays of the watch- 
lamp enabled her to perceive, as she di'ew aside the cur- 
tains of azure silk, that her loveliest was already asleep. 
She suspended her breath to hang over her — to bless her-^ 
to impress an unfelt kiss upon her brow ; but a tell-tale tear 
fell, and revealed her presence. The arms of her child were 
instantly twined around her neck, and their tears were 
mingled in one gentle sorrow. 

" I was not asleep," said Theresa, in a mournful whis* 
per. " Thinkest thou, dear mother, that the thought whicli 
keeps thee waking would suffer me to rest? — the thought — 
the terror — the despair ?" 

" Calm thyself— my own beloved Theresa." 

" Calm myself ? — Oh I am I not calm — am I not won- 
drously resigned? I, who some few hours hence must 
fereathe a promise so false, — must receive a sacred vow I 
can so ill requite !" 

Paulina dared not require an explanation of the mi: 
guarded words uttered by the princess. 

" And thou wilt not ask me whence its falsehood ? — thou 
wilt not, mother — ^listen to my confessions ?" 

" Could my sympathy in aught aVail thee, Theresa, I had 
not so long affected insensibility to thy sorrow." 

" It can avail— it can — it will," exclaimed Theresa eagerly. 
*^ To knowj when kneeling to resign my hopes of future 
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happiness, that thine approval rewards my pati^sce* — to 
feel that thou dost forgive me an involuntary attachment 
springing but from the rash partiality with which my uncle 
forced Count Heldenstadt upon our society,^— this will be 
much, dear mother, — a mighty and sustaining consolation." 

*' Theresa," replied her mother, in a tone of solemn re- 
proof, " since thou hast brc^en the chain of silence, speak 
. but one further word upon this baneful subject ; and as it 
is uttered in the hearing of Heaven, be it true and faithful 1 
Dost thou feel that tliy love for Hddenstadt— start not, 
child — 'tis an unbreathed word, but an acknowledged feel- 
ing, — dost thou feel that its influence is mighty to prevail 
against future duties ?" 

Theresa paused with a moment's deliberation. *^ No 
mother, — ^no !" 

' "Dost thou feel that thy persevering efibrts, aided by 
Heaven's mercy, may avail to drive it from thy bosom ?" 

Again the princess paused, and she shuddered as she re- 
plied, " Mother; I trust it will ! — I feel that no obstacles 
are omniscient against the courage^of duty ; and it is the 
pain of the struggle, not the dread of defeat, which renders 
me thus wakeful. I unU forget Heldenstadt, — ^but I may 
perish in the attempt." i 

** God be with thee, child," said Paulina, folding her yet 
more warmly within her arms. "Thy mother's prayers 
shall compass thee round in thy trial and its anguish. . Be 
comforted, my Theresa ; those who do well and bravely, will 
not be abandoned to the enemy." 

She kissed her daughter as she concluded her exhorta- 
tion ; and soothed her, and bade her rest, and watched 
silently by her side until the slender hand she held within 
her own gradually relaxed its pressure. — Theresa slept. 

Silently stealing from the tranquil chamber, Paulina now 
crept, with redoubled caution, towards Agneta's apartment : 
and as she crossed the threshold, murmured words fell upon 
her ear. 

"And not to me alone, oh t mighty Heaven ! extend thy 
consolations," said Agneta's whispered prayer. " Support 
and strengthen my mother. Be thy hand powerful to guide 
her unto peace ; — ^be thy chastening gentle to lead her unto 
thyself. Rebuke me, oh ! holiest — severely— searchingly : 
but spare, oh I spare my mother," 

Sobs impeded Agneta's supplication, and Paulina rushed 
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unrestrainedly towards the kneeling white-robed figure, 
whose holy grace 

Created sanshine ia the shady place ! 

She found her own picture clasped between the hands of 
her child — wet with her tears — warm with her heart's 
warmth ! Yet unto her she could not breathe one word of 
consolation — not one. She could only share her tears ; and 
when the morning dawned, she found t]|^t together they had 
wept themselves to sleep upon the self-same pillow. It 
dawned upon a day of blank despair, and all seemed tend- 
ing towards some cruel catastrophe. The night came at 
length with its consoling solitude of tears and darkness, 
and the morrow was the princess's birthday. 



CHAPTER VI. 

^ • 

Se peat il que pour jouir d'un pareil moment, il ait fallu sentir 
fee angoisses de I'enfer ? Pauvre nature humaine ! Nous ne con'^ 
UoisBons I'infini que par la douleur. 

, De Stael. I 

That memorable morning rose upon the inmates of the 
palace, bright and clear, and balmy as May mornings will 
arise, wheliier they be royal birthdays or not. Whatever 
wedding was destined to chance that day, *< the bridal of the 
earth and sky" was as gay and. promising as a poet's dream. 
Warmth was in the sunshine— freshness in the shade ; the 
waving branches of every bush were tipped with flowers, 
and every tree was fully garnished with that exuberance of 
tender verdure, which no vicissitude of weather had yet 
either soiled or withered. It was tha loveliness of the year's 
youth, the promise of the summer's morning ; the lime-trees 
breathed forth clouds of hovering perfume over head, and 
the incense of a thousand emulating roses ascended In de- 
ticious rivalry. It was, in short, a May morning of the 
«weet south. 

The WcBtburghialis, too courtly wise to betray their con- 

n* 
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3ciousne33 that the times were out of joint among the |K>wer!» 
that were, or to appear mindful of the nipping blasts of care 
and disappointment which menaced with blight those living 
flowers* whose brilliant beauty outshone that of the flushed 
part^res — afiected to turn their admiring looks exclusively 
upon the graces of the scene, and upon the lavish prepara- 
tions for &e coming fete. The trim array of the garnished 
walks,~tfae showery fountains entangling their silver threads, 
<-the blooming arches which had been thrown from bower 
to bower, — the suspended garlands tortured to enlace the 
initials of Theresa, — the tihrone of evergreens, spangled 
with blossoms, erected in view of the summer theatre, — the 
marble vases freshly filled with citron-trees,-- each and all 
of the fanciful embellishments imagined by the commis- 
sioners of the woods and forests, the court architect, the 
clerk of the royal works, the botanical professor, the presi- 
sident of the horticultural society, and their deputies' depu- 
ties' deputies, were severally reviewed and criticised, and 
rewarded with silent sneers, and vociferous admiration. 
The courtly multitude gazed indeed upon the inanimate ob- 
jects, only that they might appear to avert their inquisition 
from objects scarcely less inanimate— the royal Niobe, and 
her afflicted children. Their compliments were consider- 
ately breathed in a tone of unobservant and rapid utter- 
ance ; and were rewarded with a liberal boon of those 
mechanical smiles, — the small coin bestowed in largesse by 
' royalty upon loyalty. 

At noon, Paulina and the heroine of the day were com- 
pelled to preside in the chamber of audience, and play their 
allotted parts in the ceremony, despite the suflbcating op- 
pression which weighed upon their bosoms. 

First, in the importunate procession, came the Laureate 
of Westerania, delegated by Ferdinand, as the Anacharsis 
Cloots of his kingdom, to set forth its sympathy in the ap- 
proaching event. Much, said he, in his oration, of the in- 
terest proved by that awful Cerberus — ^king, lords, and 
commons — in the fortunes of the princess ; enlivenii^ his 
discourse by delicate allusions to the graces, and their lovely 
mother,— to the union of Cupid and Psyche, — ^to Hymen's 
saflron robe, — and other such novel and appropriate illus^ 
trations ; which, had the d'Olredo's migraine permitted her 
fo travel from Baden on this joyous occasion, would have 
melted her into tears. He of the laurel then digressed iato 
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a manifesto setting forth the prosperity of. the Westeranian 
atates ; lauded their institutions, gloried in their taxes, ex- 
ulted in their wars ; pouring blessings upon the providence 
so convincingly apparent 

in the mmister ; and in the king 
More wise, more learn'd, more just, more every thing. 

At last, taking a sublime flight of eloquence in the tid 
Ubitum cadence of a concluding phrase, he could not con- 
trive, in this deficiency of ballast and grappling irons, to 
manage a descent ; and his unpiloted machine of a mind 
was seen driving hither and thither in the eddies of his ex- 
altation. But Paulina, repressing with a look the inirth of 
the circle, yet herself more inclined towards a smile than she 
had expected to feel that day, bestowed a gracious bouquet 
d^adieu upon the orator, by a few simple words of acknow- 
ledgment and dismissal. 

Then came the burgesses of Westerburg, sober, and 
square, and solid ; and seemingly stultified by the arithme- 
tical calculations secretly operating, like the works of a bar- 
rel organ, within their brains. They tendered their bridal 
tribute to the princess, — a coffer of ducats towards her dow- 
ry. — They gifted her with the object of their idolatry— gold 

The yellow slave 
Will knit and break religions ; bless the accursM, 
And give them title, knee, and approbation 
With senators on the bench ! 

Next followed the artisans of the town, bearing a mimic 
lily, delicately enamelled, and springing from a golden vase, 
chased and studded with tiie most delicate elegance. Then 
the foresters, bringing a library of mimic volumes, framed 
of the indigenous woods of Westerania, and bound in their 
appropriate barks : each opening to reveal a twig, a leaf, a 
seed, a fiower, and a written description of the species tlius 
illustrated. The gardeners laid a coronal of rare blossoms 
at her feet,— which fairy hands might have en woven,— initially 
uniting the ciphers of Theresa and Herman of Casselaria. 
The maidens of the city enveloped her in a bridal veil tis- 
sued with gossamer delicacy ; and the matrons followed up 
the gift with a missal of rare anid costly beauty, wherein the 
matrimonial exordium exciting to fove and obedience, waB 
pointed out to her study by a golden string. The conrt- 
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]»ainteF humbly besought her higbness'a acceptance of a 
sketch, representing her royal mother and sisters relieving 
(he necessities of a starving family ; and as Theresa attempt- 
ed to reward this welcome token with a smile, the repressed 
tears burst like a summer shower from the heart, and were 
naturally attributed by the spectators to the consciousness of 

A home to leave— and husband yet to see. 

The princesses her sisters grew paler and paler, from the 
dread of her self-betrayal ; and Paulina compressed her 
hands until the blood started, in a convulsive repression of 
her anguish ; while she smilingly dismissed and dispersed 
her little court. 

Dispersed it,— but for a time. It was a gala-day by an- 
<9ient and chartered usage throughout the city ; the palace 
gardens were free to popular haunting ; the palace gates 
open to every privileged guest. And it was among these 
scattered groups of idle courtiers, that babbling gossipry — 
the intemperance of the tongue,— now broke loose in the 
severed malice of pungent questions and bitter replies. 

" The prince,— the bridegroom,— was he handsome, learn- 
ed, wise, good, ingratiating ?" asked a thing of Uwpet and 
embroidery. 

Some had heard it insinuated that he was deformed ; 
others that he had been reluctantly compelled to espouse the 
princess ; one knew with certainty from his tutor's coumn'a 
valet-de-chambre, that his Serene Highness was an idiot ; 
while his neighbour piously elevated his eyes, trusted in 
heaven he might prove to be nothing worse. And many, 
looking cautiously round, observed that the day was wearing 
apace, that there was no symptoms of an arrival from the 
residence ; and that it were no marvel if the crack-brained 
king and the involuntary suitor were to have altogether for- 
gotten the day and its ceremonies. 

^^ Poor Paulina ! Under such humiliations her looks and 
Jier humour might be pardoned their contrariety." 

<^ Just retribution, notwithstanding ; since vaulting ambi- 
tion that overleaps itself had laid her in the dust. She had 
notoriously aimed at securing the heir apparent,— at placing 
her eldest daughter on her former throne." 

" The young prince^ps, on the contrary, seemed to aflfect 
undue humility. Could their modest white array be censi- 
tiered as well chosen V* 



THE PRINCESSES BIBTflPAT. 129 

<* By courtesy, perhaps, and in pity to their inexperience. 
Their simple robes of virgin white were probably adopted 
to disguise the particularity of Princess Agneta'a cloistral 
raiment." 

" Yet the disparity between her mother's picture, sus- 
pended by a diamond chain round Theresa's neck, and the 
humble cross of the little abbess, spoke volumes." 

" At what hour was the prince expected ?" 

^^Vheure du berger would probably be dictated by the 
caprice of the king." 

" Would he attend the pUce d^ occasion about to be repre- 
sented in the summer theatre ?" 

The reply of coui^tier or courtieress was interrupted by 
the arrival of a Lady of Honour on the part of Paulina, to 
announce that the stage waited. Assiduously therefore 
gathering up their trains, and gracefully waving their plumei^, 
they hastened towards the spot ; to secure, with affected 
nonchalance, distinguished seats among those prepared for 
the ladies of the court. 

On the central seat, — the throne of flowers, sat Paulina ; 
— a daughter at either side, and little Elschen reclining at 
her feet. The stage of this summer theatre was canopied 
only by a serene sky ; its proscenium was bound by a bor- 
dering of box ; its side scenes were partitioned by close 
trimmed screens of growing hornbeam ; the boards were a 
well-rolled platform of smoothest gravel ; and the lengthen- 
ing shadows of evening already difibsed a gentle and unsub- 
dued tone over the scene. And when an invisiible orchestra 
breathed an apparently aerial symphony, and the nymphs 
of the first entree advanced in a lovely group to address their 
congratulatory stanzas to the bride, the illusion was com- 
plete, — the effect enchanting ; and a listening stillness per- 
vaded the crowded gardens. 

Yet distinctly articulate as the metred flattery was ren- 
dered by those youthful voices, not one syllable of their 
utterance reached the ear of Paulina. The day was fast 
declining, and she knew that the prince and his train must 
be at hand ; she listened, therefore, with breathless atten- 
tion, not for the honeyed adulation of the stage, but for the 
coming murmur of chariots and horsemen ; and every 
moment she grasped with tender earnestness the hands of 
Theresa and Agneta, which were gathered upon her knee. 
She perceived that the eyes of 5i© numerous spectators 
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Strayed involuntarily from the sylvan theatre to the vpell-seii- 
tinelled grating of the palace gate— a spot intercepted by 
the position of her throne from her own observation ; and 
she had all the torment of noting the general gesture of 
curiosity and surprise — the averted heads and outstretched 
throats, which were peering down a green alley of approach, 

« in manifest announcement of some important arrival. Sus- 
pense was becoming insupportable, when the hidden wonder 
became at length apparent. The Counts A — and B — , the 
Barons C — and D — , gorgeous with gold lace and ftauntinpf 
ixiguilleUesj shone out upon the field of action — treading 
trippingly, speaking mincingly, and bowing with a profun- 
dity of respect worthy the imperial presence of China — the 
cousin to the sun and moon ! The Countess A — , enveloped 
in a cloud of perfumes, followed in their wake ; accompanied 
by all the minor " thrones and dominions" of Westerania. 
Princesses, countesses, baronesses, presidentesses, and an 
innumerable congregation of et ceterae. On every side a 
sea of heads — of strange yet familiar faces — was seen rolling 
towards the theatre ; wearing, in despite of number and 
individuality, one common feature, one universal character 
■ — that of a reverential and beseeching deference! Now 

. Paulina was thoroughly and completely mystified by this 
strange gathering-together of the tribes I — for it was evident 
that their congees and salams — their practised simpers, and 
dignified devotion, were addressed more unto her daughters 
than to herself. She had been accustomed to find herself 
the central point of the target ; and she discovered that the 
shafts of the courtiers were now purposely aimed aside. 

At length, in the nervous pause of an entr^actey a cry 
arose from the outskirts of the crowd ? a cry of " Room — 
room!" which caused Paulina to half-rise from her seat, 
and Theresa to cling to hers, with the leaden heaviness of 
despair. A lane was immediately formed through the crowd 
towards the throne ; and lo ! the ushers with their peeled 
wands were seen marshalling onwards a solitary figure. 
* The prince," thought Paulina, and trembled ! 

But no ! it was only the Lord High Chancellor of -Wes»- 
terania, with his hawk-nose, peremptory eye, and full-bofc- 
tomed wig ; who, kneeling before the dowager with an air 
of lofty magnanimity, placed hi her hands a despatch from 
bis sovereign. "A leprieve," thought Paulina, and slrc 
tembled no longer. 
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But no !— tlius ran the mandate of tlie king — 

'« To Her Majesty the Queen Dowager of Westerania, 
these : 

" This letter, dearest sister, will precede but by a moment 
the arrival of the prince of Casselaria. I trust Theresa will 
forgive his resemblance to young Herman von Heldenstadt, 
and that you will pardon me for having practised upon your 
daughter's affections. Having discovered, through Madame 
d'Olredo, that my pretty niece had a vocation for becoming 
a heroine, I saw fit to provide a royal hero for her romance. 

8ans un petit brin d'amour 

On s'ennuiroit — mSme a la cour t 

A.nd I fancy the Princess of Casselaria will not love her 
iiusband the less, that he has been lopg her lover. 

" With respect to Agneta,-^* Nous avons change tout 
veUiy and even you, Paulina, will in this instance applaud 
my versatility. Her quahties are such, that from this hour 
I disclaim her as my niece !-^with her mother's consent, 
she shall live in my bosom, and be unto me as a daughter ; 
and you can have no further excuse for rejecting my Max 
as your son-in-law ; he has learned to dance, as well as 
taught others to fight, since his last visit. — Our Agneta is 
indeed something of the youngest for a bride ; but as I 
shcuild be -grieved to separate such a daughter from such a 
mCSier, I trust you wi|l receive the hereditary prince and 
])rmcess of Westerania under your roof, — alternately at 
Westerburg, and at the Residence, where the Favorita 
palace is fitted for your reception. The youth and inexpe- 
rience of my gentle niece will thus be remedied ; my son, 
who has a noble heart, will make the best of husbands ; and 
I am persuaded that the meek abbess of Kastanlenwald 
will never drive him to the refuge of a furnace and a -sledge 
liammer ! 

" I do not abdicate in their favour ; because history re*^ 
cords that all monarchs who have philosophically descended 
fVom their thrones, have attempted to fight their way up 
again within a calendar year ; and Max is all the more se^^ 
f.ure of my people's love, — for nothing surpasses the popu- 
larity of an heir apparent. 

** My dear Paulina, — I would willingly have witneBsed 



i. 



/^ 



132 TBB TKOKSBBB 8 1BB9BDAT* 

the meeting of tbe young loven \ but ance my son^s m&r» 
riage was yesterday declared in coancil, every liring soul in 
the capital has taken the road to Westerborg^ as the shortest 
to preferment. There is no one left here to look to the 
palace but myself and a lame shoeblack ! 

** Wherefore, Heaven send you a joyous bridal^ and ft 
f^peedy journey hitherward, prays 

*^ Your loTing brother, 

Just as Paulina reached the concluding word, the national 
anthem of Westerania burst in simple majesty from the 
lips of the mighty multitude which filled the gaidens. She 
raised her tearful eyes, and saw many a knee bending 
towards the throne. She looked on her right hand ; — there 
.stood Herman, Prince of Casselaria, graceful and knightly 
as when, under an hun^bler name, he won the heart of the 
blushing Theresa, whose hand was now folded to his own \ 
— She looked to the left, — there stood Max — a manly sol- 
dier, — (wearing the decorations of the Blue Eagle and 
Black Lion,) with his open honest countenance brightened 
by smiles of affection. 

" My dear aunt," said he, abruptly, " will you give me 
your pet lamb ?" 

I conclude Paulina's reply was decisive ; for Countess 
Mardhoff instantly placed upon the head of her lovely and 
acquiescent pupil, the diamond crown tendered on a 
crimson cushion by Count A., — as master of the regalia ;. 
while Max hastened to withdraw the golden cross of Kas- 
tanienwald from the slender neck of his bride. 

Paulina, unable to sustain her trembling limbs, reseated 
lierself amid the joyous acclamations of the crowd. Each 
princely pair knelt low at her feet to receive her blessing ; 
while Elschen, clinging to her bosom, whispered, " Mother ! 
you will not be left alone." 

Beyond, appeared a gay perspective of brilliant uniforms 
and waving plumes, and stately pontificals. Max ventured 
Id point out to her majesty that the consistory judge waited 
with the double contract ; and that the cathedral of Wester- 
hurg was already illuminated for the ceremony. 

Throughout the annals of matrimony there never were 
recorded two happier or less premeditated bridals than those 
CBlebrated on the evening of the princess's birthday!^ ;/ 
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THE HINDOO MOTHKU. 



It is easy to crush a flower in the bad. 

Hindoo Froverb. 

_ The jSrst gray morning light was stealing through the 
spreading branches of the mangoe-tope of Koushar ; and as 
its brightening rays fell clearer and clearer on the bark of 
the lofty columnar stems, a veiled female figure emerged 
timidly from the shade, and setting down the water-pitcher 
she carried on her head, prostrated herself in graceful hu- 
mility before the shrine of Siva, which stood in hallowed 
and lonely stillness on the verge' of the grove ; — throwing 
back, as she knelt, the snowy folds of muslin in which she 
was enveloped, an4 baring to the fresh breezes of the morn- 
ing a countenance whose loveliness was familiar td thos<^ 
breezes only, or to the silent witnessing of the woods and 
waves.. 

Keljee was the daughter, the sde child of the widow Fir- 
mahal. She was a good and gracious creature ; gentle and 
. timid, even as the gazelle unto which her glancing eyes and 
graceful head bore so sweet a resemblance ; and if at time •• 
light-hearted and joyous in her tones as the birds with whicJ? 
she loved to people her mother's solitary dwelling, yet mis- 
tbrtone, and the continual spectacle of that beloved motlier'f. 
deep and changeless mode of affliction, had imparted a 
tinge of care to her young brow, and subdued her voice into 
a plaintiveness that did but enhance the touching expression 
of her beauty. Her features of fairy mould, her small grace- 
ful hands, and well-turned figure, would hideed have bor 
rowed little charm from the fairer butcolder hue of northenj 
loveliness ; for the eloquent blood spoke as plauily through 
s|the soilness of her clear brown skin, as if the glossy black 
fijraids by which it was shaded had been wound round a brow 
'}i alabaster ; and although it boasted no costly adomment?^ 
^ Vol. II.— 12 
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though the bangles round her slender ancles were of silvtj 
only, and but rudely wrought, and the tissues in which she 
was enwrapped of a coarse fabric, yet Keljee, as she trod on 
her homely errand through the grove," bore as distinctly the 
impress of high caste and personal dignity, as if she had been 
preceded by a thousand Peons and Suwarrs, or as if the 
most filmy textures of Thibet had spread their draperies 
around her graceful person. 

If the young Hindoo cherished a thought of gladness, a 
feeling of exultation, it sprang from the knowledge that her 
existence had been the means of preserving that of the mo- 
ther Unto whose wants and happiness she now so diligently 
administered. Keljee had scarcely turned the living light 
of her infant looks upon Firmahal, when the cruel death of 
her husband in the wars of the Nawab of Oude would have 
sentenced her to the funeral pile, had not the birth of this 
solitary pledge of their affection suspended the duty of self- 
immolation. The mother of an infant child is exempted by 
Hindoo law from the Suttee obligation. 

But Keljee, although she had proved the unconscious 
means of securing to her young mother the mere joys of 
light and breath, was long incapable of rendering them 
available to her happiness. Her means of support had 
perished with her husband, her hopes had withered with his 
blighted destiny ; and doomed to a life of labour and bitter- 
ness, the little Keljee nestling in her bosom had been the 
sole object of endearment unto her d.esolate existence, until 
she grew into that maturer brightness of beauty and intelli- 
gence which rendered her filial devotion and patient ac- 
tivity still more consolatory to the widow's heart. There 
was a heavenly confidence, a flow of undivided aflection be- 
tween them, such as a mother and a daughter, thus estranged 
from the ordinary ties of the world, can alone enjoy. To 
Keljee, her mother was as the manifestation of a superhu- 
man Providence ; — to Firmahal, the child of her solitude 
was sweet as the blossoms of the fragrant Olea, cheering as 
the shady well-spring imto a travel-worn Kqfila, and beau- 
tiful as the visions of Mahadeo's temple. She loved her aa 
the reflection of her own brief season of joy and wedded 
tenderness ; she loved her as the gentle promise of a peace 
ful and fondly-tended old age. "^ 

And Firmahal, partly tb-ough years, and partly througlif^ 
the undermining influence of misfortune, was becomir jr 
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daily more dependent upon the cares she knew so well to 
value ; and her daughter, now in the full pride of her 
strength and loveliness, redoubled her exertions in order to 
moderate those of her feebler parent. It was her task to 
prepare the snowy rice for their repast, — to fetch water, 
when the sun had dried the tank in their little garden, from 
•the neighbouring grove ; — to spread the mats for their re- 
pose ; and, when the toils of the day were ended, to turn 
the busy wheel that wrought the material for their humble 
cotton vesture. Sometimes indeed— for in the playfulness 
of her innocent heart, Keljee was yet a child — sometimes 
she would loiter on her return from the mangoe grove, and 
Firmahal would station herself by the wicket, in order 
to chide and admonish her tardy return. But how to 
chide a thing so fair, so gentle? — A nest of young birds 
borne in her bosom, a garland of fresh flowet^ woven for 
her mother, were the blameless evidences of her fault ; and 
Firmahal could only fold her the more closely to her heart, 
and bestow the more fervently upon her head that earnest 
benediction, which rested there, by day and. by night, like a 
protecting talisman. 

But on the morning in question, the steps of the loiterer 
had outstayed even the patience of her mother ; and Firma? 
hal had advanced beyond the limits of her garden into the 
path, had looked to the east and to the west, and still the 
sweet presence which she loved gladdened not her eyes. 
Noon came at length, — the scorching noon, — when the sun 
like a mighty usurper prevaileth upon the earth ; but still 
no Keljee appeared. Had she fallen by the way, smitten 
by its oppressive influence, or by the hideous attack of some 
monster of the jungles ?-*-Firmahal shuddered at the thought! 
— but she wrapped her garment round hjr head, and taking 
her staff in her hand, tottered forth into the glaring heat to 
seek her truant child. Alas ! the trace of her footprints had 
disappeared with the morning dew ; and when she reached 
the well, no living creature was to be seen. At length she 
approached the shpne of Siva^ and scattered around lay the 
crimson blossoms which she had that morning twined in her 
Keljee^s hair. Her heart beat anxiously — she looked again, 
half dreading the confirmation of her apprehensions, — and 
io ! the long silken grass was trampled as by many horse- 
men! — Camels and elephants had been there, and their 
ttrace alone was to be detected on the sandy road, leading 
;^rom the mangoe-tope ; — no evidence of a female step was 



;36 THE HcnMW motheii. 

'JjstjDguisbable !— Then Fbnialialbetboij^lit berof Uu^help- 
le83 loneliness of ber daugbter,— of the ruffian habits of 
the people of Kemaoon, one of whose bands passed annu- 
ally through the Tillage : and nothing doobting that her 
child was torn for ever from her boscMn, she gave one pier- 
cing exclamation of honor, and fell s^ouBelessim the scorch- 
ing sand. 

Her fears were but too reasonably grounded ! Already 
Keljee, half wild, and utterly despairing, was borne swiftly 
away in a kawdahf whose silken curtains and bordered cush- 
ions attested the rank or the splendour of its owner. She 
had been seized, even in her devotions, by a Khasya troop ; 
she had knelt and implored for mercy, had shiieked for suc- 
cour — in vain ! — Heaven and earth had been deaf to her 
prayers, and now, she was far away fit>m her mother and 
her homer— exhausted by her exertions, and alive only to a 
sense of her misery. So happy, so fearless as she had risen 
that morning, — so blessed, so spotless as her life had been ! 
— and now, what terroi«, what cruelty, what shame might 
not await her ! 

And night capie and brought no solace to her fears. Her 
tent was pitched, it is true, in a shady glen, where the welling 
of a brook, and the tinkling of the camel's bells, made sweet 
music ; and her needs were tended with a reverence and a 
gentleness, which spake no threat of future evil entreat- 
ment ; and when, on a second night, her sobs made them- 
selves less painfully heard through her canvass dwelling, the 
goomashta, or keeper of the camels, preceded by an aged 
female who had been her attendant in the howddky ap- 
proaching her with a salam of deepest humility, entreated 
her to be comforted, lest her grief should impair the trans- 
cendant beauty which was about to shine in the eyes of his 
master,—" the Light of the World,"—" the Red Lion," — 
**the potent Lall Singh, Rajah of Kemaoon ;" — "and 
blessed is the lot of the handmaiden," continued he, " whom' 
the Burra Sahib^ my mighty lord, delighteth to honour." 

Keljee, exhausted by terror and fatigue, scarcely noticed 
this explanatory announcement ; nor seemed even to lend 
her ear to the ponipous recitation of the splendours of the 
rajah's palace, and the glorious privileges exercised by the 
favourite sultanas of his haram, now minutely set forth by 
lior attendants? She laid her down to rest, scarcely con- 
scious of her own existence ; and when on the njiorrow rfi ' 
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was required to rise, and prepare herself for their early 
inarch, a kind of delirious cry burst from her lips, and from 
that moment she ceased not to pour forth a scarcely intelli- 
gible lamentation ; bewailing her destiny, and invoking the 
vengeance of Veeshnoo upon the barbarian Khasya race, 
unto whose spiiit of outrage against social law she had be-; 
come a victim. Had she been calm enough to observe the 
expression Of suppressed fury and malignant hatred spark- 
ling in the eyes of her companion, a Brahmin of the Khasya 
race, she might have trembled to reiterate her imprecations ; 
but neither Ibe lowering brow of the old Jiyah, the deference 
with which she was served, nor the humble devotion with 
which the Goamashta sought to enliven her tedious journey 
by unceasing offerings of the fruits and flowers peculiar to 
the unknown district they were traversing, could subdue her 
murmurs into silence, or divert her thoughts from her own 
injuries and afflictions. 

She passed through thickets of bright cherry blossoms, 
unknown in her native plains ; through forest of jpecpu? tree?, 
where the flying-squirrel hoveired amid the branches, and 
troops of diminutive' snow-\frhite monkeys sported free and 
fearless among the clustering leaves. Sometimes a heavy 
and dark vegetation would entangle tlie groves, on either 
side, into a pernicious imperviousness of verdure ; some- 
times the tufts of flowering grass, sole produce of the vary-- 
ing soil, would wave their feathery lightness, overtopping 
even the hfywdah of the elephant on which she was borne 
along ; and at length the snowy summit of the Himalaya 
mountains burst in lonely grandeur upon her sight, like the 
eternal temple of a new world. Yet those drooping eyes 
were never raised to gaze upon the glories of nature ; nor 
that sweet voice uplifted to breathe another exclamation 
than, " My mother I — my poor bereaved mother 1" 

Nor did even the gorgeous adorning of the palace wherein, 
at the close of her toilsome travel, her rest was appointed, 
rouse her from her mental oppression. The Rajah came, 
— stem, and fierce, and uncompromising ; — and if the love- 
liness of his unwilling bride excited in his bosom feelings of 
tenderness and admiration unknown before, yet her evident 
aversion, her deep sadness, her occasional bursts of horror, 
and the malicious insinuations of the Ayah, tended to coun 
teract the influence which such beauty, and such youthful 
grace, might have acquired over his mind. Once, — how- 
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ever,— once, when the masteiy exercised by his new pas- 
sion had lent a softer language to his lips, and a soore pa- 
tient g]ance to his eye, — Keljee, trembling and hesitatuig, 
prostrated herself to the earth at his feet ; and assuming in 
iter turn the language of entreaty, implored his mightiness 
to take compassion upon the desolation of her parent; and 
to cause her also to be removed into the shelter of his lordly 
dwelling. 

Her graceful arms were twined around his knees, — it was 
a first request, — and breathed by the sweetest lips that ever 
proffered a bridal prayer. So difierent too was its framing 
from the selfish petitions to which he was accustomed !— A 
trinket,— a golden bangle,— a string of gems, — a loorie, or 
a more noble attendance,— had been the gifts hitherto covet- 
ed from, and bestowed by the bounty of his love. " Be it 
j^o, Keljee !" said he more gently than was his wont. " Thy 
mother shall rejoin thee, pearl of my life ! for the* purchase 
of one smile of a more cheering cast. But the fords are 
swollen, love,— the hanging bridges are slackened ; and the 
threatening roar of the mountain torrents would dismay her 
aged heart. When the cones spring again upcm the silver 
Ihs, thy mother, Keljee, shall rejoin thee." 

liittle did the grateful heart to which this promise was 
addressed, imagine that already the sorrows of her mother's 
• solitude were steeped in the forgetfulness of the grave ; — 
and that the desert serpent coiled its green length in the 
deserted stillness of Firmahal's habitation ! The sufferer 
was at rest : — while her unconscious child, cheered by happy 
anticipations, deluded by the visionary hopes of youth,began 
to bend her thoughts to the task of pleasing the haughty 
master by whom those hopes had been vouchsafed. The 
pearly strings, the gift which had heralded his first approach, 
were now wound among her glossy raven tresses ; her deli- 
cate robing was clasped by one entire and perfect emerald, 
which he had boasted as a battle-spoil of his earlier years. 
The marble floor of her chamber, which was inlaid with an 
arabesque of precious gems, was now sprinkled with aiar 
gul as his footsteps approached ; and submissively enduring 
the caresses which he had deigned to render lawful, and 
gracefully accepting the homage whioh he willed to be paid 
unjo the peerless queen of his affections, Keljee would sit 
in Contented stillness upon his broidered footstool, appa- 
rently listening to the sweet chiming of the numberless 
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fountains which poured their freslmess into the marble basms 
around her court, or gazing upon the attitudes of the dancing 
girls whom he had summoned for her recreation ;— but, in 
truth, pondering upon the intense rapture of the future mo- 
ment when a mother's tears would fall once more upon her 
brow,-«and a mother's hallowed embrace enfold her onc6 
again. 

Let those who are apt to arraign the weakness of woman's 
heart, and to make mockery of the feebleness and flexibility 
of her character, render a just tribute of admiration to the 
divine wisdom by which she hath been thus mercifully en- 
dowed. The long-suffering—the enduring resignation— the 
feeble acquiescence of the female bosom, were — for it? 
own happiness, — ill exchanged for the energies of a prouder 
spirit, or the impulses of a more untamed sensibility ; and 
woman,^ who is born to suffer, and who doth suffer, deeply 
and bitterly in every clime and every age, may learn to 
cherish her yielding submissiveness of mind, as the best 
gift of her mighty Creator ! 

Fortunately for the patient Keljee, the unanticipated pro- 
mise of a sweet and iioly tie came to moderate the excess 
of anguish and disappointment about to be poured upon hci* 
devoted head. She, too, was about to become a mother ; 
and the thought, and the name, and the blessed charities witli 
which it is invested, thrilled her heart with rapture, such as 
she had not dreamed to know again. ' Her very breath was 
suspended by intensity of feeling, as she thought upon all 
her motlier had done and felt for herself, — upon all that she 
should do and feel for the little being about to derive its im- 
pulses of life from her o\£n. " My babe, my child, — mifie 
-^mine own /" she would say to herself, in the dawning and 
doting folly of maternal tenderness as, escaping from her 
obsequious train of attendants, she wandered along the mar- 
ble arcades of her vast abode. From that hour, Lall Singli 
with his ferocious brow and lofty endearments, ceased to be 
an object revolting to her heart ; she even heard with regret 
that he was about to depart upon a warlike mission ! — and 
not until he had sworn that Firmahal should accompany his 
return, could she teach herself to rejoice in the prospect of 
his absence. 

And time passed on, — ^slowly, but n^^adly Hope was 
with her, to shorten the long day, and even by night, her 
dreams were tingfii by its promises, and her waking cheered 
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by its smiles. Oftentiniesy attended by the maidens unto 
whom it was appointed to watch over her footsteps, she would 
roam, reflective and silent, through the musky bowers of the 
palace gardens ; or, creeping away througji the twilight to 
commune in loneliness with her own blessed thoughts, would 
seat herself beneath the bursting eiiulgence of the scarlet 
pomegranate blossoms, or the scented flowers of the lily-like 
dhatura ; and, baring her forehead to the spicy air, dream upon 
those enchanted evenings of the future, when she should guide 
her mother's feebleness into that luxurious retreat,-^support 
the faltering footsteps of her child over the paths of smooth 
Chunam — or lift its tiny hands towards the waving masses 
of pendant bloom by which they were overhung. 
• And thus, abstracted into visionary enjoyment, would 
Keljee sit and mark the moonbeams stealing like- music 
over the tangled shrubs ; — and again and again ihtut moon 
rose full orbed and bright upon her contemplations, and, 
again and again, waned into dimness — ^until her appointed 
hour drew nigh, and weakness detained her in those gor- 
geous chambers where, fast beside her own, two couches had 
been spread at her bidding ; — the one for her absent mo- 
ther, the other for her unborn babe. And there, encompassed 
by her maiden train, she passed her hours in happy industry ; 
shaping garments, rich and graceful as her own, for those 
two earnestly expected blessings ; her heart occupied, and 
her mind supported by the most soothing hopes of affec- 
tion, until her hour of anguish came on her unawares. Even 
in its extremity, not a murmur, not a lamentation escaped 
her gentle lips ; till when at length the feeble wail of her 
infant broke upon her ear, like, the reveFation of a new and 
rapturous pense, her joy burst forth in a strain of grateful 
and holy exultation ; and her bright tears were niingled with 
blessings as they fell upon the soft cheek of the newly bom. 
She laid it close beside her beating heart ; and her caress- 
ing hand and subdued voice soon soothed it into rest ; but 
Keljee, the matron, — the mother — Keljee was too happy to 
sleep. " Thou wilt be my Firmahal, daughter of my love !' ' 
murmured she, as she ventured to touch the twining softness 
of its tiny arm. But as she spoke, the doors of her chamber 
opened wide ; and her female attendants, from the highest 
to the lowest, entered two by two^ and ranged themselves 
with folded arms in reverential stillness on either side her 
couch ; while the aged woman, who had eeen the companion 
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of her journey, and who now occupied a confidential. post 
in the haram of the Rajah, followed them, bearing in her 
hands a white marble vase, filled with milk, with which she 
stationed herself ,«t the couch foot. 

The young mother, eager to witness the celebration of a 
religious rite, unto which she attributed this strange intrusion, 
half-raised herself from her couch. She observed that the 
vase had been silently deposited on a tripod, in the centre of 
the chamber ; and as she gazed, she felt the little being slum- 
bering in her bosom to be gently, but firmly grasped by the 
aged Brahmin. Keljee would have resisted ; but believ- . 
ing her acquiescence necessary to the solemnization of 
some mystery of her faith, she relinquished her retaining hold ; 
exclaiming, as she looked with a happy smile into the coun- 
tenance of the Ayah, " Do not,— do not detain her from me ; 
— is she not the flower of my solitude, — my sweetest, — my 
only blessing ?" 

The Khasya sybil replied with a look of such withering 
and triumphant malice, as chilled the warm heart of the 
exulting mother ; then, standing in the midst of the circle, 
she raised the innocent babe in her skinny arms towards the 
sky, — and exclaiming aloud, "Thus do we propitiate the 
powers of evil !" she suddenly plunged it into the vase. 

As she uttered that solemn cry, the attendant women burst 
into a chant of choral invocation-; apparently to drown the 
shrieks of the wretched mother, ^d tl^e g}^igpl#>A ftn^ ^ ^ 
gurglin breath of the little victim, ,/^t length, the sacrificeSt^* 
was accomplished, and they were silent ; — but not so the 
agony of the survivor. 

Keljee, in her first conscious moment of horror, had 
thrown herself from her mat towards the callous executioner 
of the Rajah's will, — ^had torn the lifeless infant from her 
] lands, — and was drying within her bosom the raven down 
of its little head. She laid her hand upon its heart,— <rher 
lips to its cold lips ; — " It moves not, — it breathes not," she 
murmured with the most touching moumfulness ; " my babe 
is murdered; and oh! thou ruthless tiger I how couldst thou 
destroy a thing so helpless ? — My child — ^my cfild ! — why 
wert thou ever bom, — ^why — oh! why thus torn from me 
again !" 

Then weeping aloui?, her sobs ended in a paroxysm of 
horrid laughter ; and the women profited by her insensibility 
to r^nove the bodv from her arms. 
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She never felt its loss. In the renewal of her raving, she 
still fancied it pressed to her bosom, and in her delirious 
accusations still held forth her visionary treasure towards its 
miu*derers. Sometimes she seemed to rock it to repose, 
singing a wild lullaby ; sometimes she wooed it to smile 
upon its miserable mother ; and when the mighty one of 
Kemaoon returned to his stately home, in this afflicting 
guise and touching attitude, did he find the " light of his 
haram." The Ayah, eager to vindicate her officious zeal, 
was prompt to accuse the lowly and foreign birth of Keljee 
as the cause of her ignorance of Khasya usages, and of her 
blind resistance or want of preparation for the event. But 
the Rajah, in attfibuting her fearless security to her confi- 
dence of claiming exemption, through her influence over his 
feelings, from a barbarous custom, found a truer and a ten- 
derer motive for her misplaced trust. 

Keljee and her sorrows did not long outlive his return. 
One day, when the victim had exhausted tibrself into seeming 
unconsciousness, they drew back the scattered hair from her 
brow, and found it covered with the damps of death, and 
her eyes fixed and lustreless. She nevier breailied again ; 
— and thus did the martyr of a Pagan creed and savage 
barbarism, escape the horrible consciousness of being a 
motherless child, — a childless mother !* 

, . fv'^ * ^^ "* ejq^laiiftltion^ the ^rdceding anecdote, the reader i«re- 
^ ^^ >J|^ferred to Bishop Heber's^Tournal. 
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Like a yoang courtier of the queen's. 
And the queen's young courtier. 

'•Truly judge ye, and wisely, Dame Cisley," said 
Master Weltwell, the asthmatic tailor of Greenwich ; 
" 'tis a kirtle of most rare device ; and, with its party- 
facings, and hanging-sleeves, would do honour to the fancy 
of the mistress of the robes herself;" and straightway fling- 
ing the silken vertugadin over his thin arm, he proceeded to 
drapery the skirts and adjust the plaits, to the admiration 
not only of the blinking Cisley, but of the fair maiden des 
tined to bear then: burthen on the morrow's mom— Maud 
Glanvil, sole child to the verderer of the royal park, and 
queen of the coming May. 

The verderer's daughter was indeed as worthy of her 
elective honours, and of the murrey-coloured kirtle destined 
to their embellishment, as any damsel who hath tripped over 
that well-trodden greensward before or since. Her father's 
long and faithful services, as forest-keeper to the noble 
family of Warwick, had procured for her the distinction of 
boasting the countess herself as her godmother Sid gentle 
protectress ; and when, upon the decease of her husband, 
that lady had been gifted, through the friendship of Elizabeth, 
with the stately mansion of the Black-Heath Court for her 
future residenbe, she had profited by its* vicinity to the 
palace, to advance still further in the favour of hersroyal 
mistress ; among the first fruits of which were the prefer- 
ment of her protigS to be verderer to the queen's majesty, 
and his removal, with his lovely daughter, to the lodge at 
Greenwich. 

The venef able dowager who, despite her age and infirmi^ 
des, retained a injost decorous reverence for courtly cei*e- 
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monialf was somewhat startled and scandalized oa per 
ceiving that the mere atmosphere surromidiiig a royal resi- 
dence was insdiicient to soften the asperities of her 'squire 
of the greetiwood, and to polish the bluntness of his country 
speech. " I can fly a hawk, rein a nag, wind a horn, if 
need be, with any qourtier or courtier's man of them all," 
said thfe rebuked verderer ; " and how, Madam,' would it 
aid me, in striking a fat hart for the queen's mess, or may 
be a bold stalker of the queen's deer, that I could wriggle 
my body like a snared ousel, or mince my rude outspeak 
into daintiness, like a court usher ? May it please you, 
gracious Madam, to feshion the bearing of my sweet wenchf 
]\taud, according to your ladyship's goK)d liking ; but take 
Diccon Glanvil's troth and word, that 'twere as easy to bend 
the gnarled oaks of Ardenne into the sallow's pliancy, as. 
find in him the malgng of a fawning lick-platter, or court- 
knave." r 

To the education of this motherless girl did the Lady 
Warwick, thus urged, direct her admonitions ; and assisted 
by the mild nature and sprightly intelligence . of her pupil, 
* the task became eqtially pleasing, and fruitful of flattering 
effects. Maud, during her father's frequent absence from 
the lodge, was assuredly in safer keeping under the observant 
dowager's keen eye, than in the wardship of the " high 
gravel blind" Dame Cisley ; and in the demeanour of the 
many ladies of high estate frequenting the Heath Court, 
and still more in the grave commentaries of her lady-god- 
mother, she had precept and example united under her ob- 
servation ; so that her graceful gentleness and tuneful speech 
:3pon rivalled the ideal of her preceptress. Thus sweetly 
gifted by nature, and trained by courtly schooling, Maud 
Glanvil, &ie verderer's heiress and the Lady Warwick's 
nursling, became the loadstar of rural attraction among the 
{Striplings of the neighbourhood ; and had been named by 
common acclaim to the coveted distinction of Queenhood, 
in t|ie Mayday pageant annually exhibited in the park for 
the is^creation of the queen's highness. Nor was she, 
although perhaps less emulous of the honour than many of 
her rivals, altogether indifferent to the fashioning of her 
robes of taffeta, or to the promised loan of " jewels, chains, 
and ouches," vouchsafed by her kind godmother for the 
occasion. . 

" I tell thee, damsel," said Weltwell,\^as he fitted on her 
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tii«8» the eveniiif preecdiag the cereman^, «< I tell thee 
tbfie hath not been a Hke triuinph toward, smce the French 
duke was feasted at Whitehall. Thirtj yearn hafie I wi^egfat 
with shears aod stitchery in the good town of Greenwich^ 
yet never did I see sueh preparati<xi. Every loyal house- 
wife of ^e highway hath drawn from chesthoard or gamer, 
some hanging <^ uras, some ff agment of brocade, where^ 
with to garnish her casements : all the rushes of the brook* 
all the strewing herbs of the gard^i, have been stripped to 
freshen her majesty's passage from palace to park. The 
town is all astir. Dame Cisley ; the river is alive with craft, 
and not a jolly waterman but hath donned a new vest in 
honour of the May. Viols are tuning here ; citharnes are 
thrumming there ; not a show, nor a mummer, nor a jug- / 

gler, but is wending Greenwichward. But yesterday, i* / 
sooth, I was braved at my own shopboard by the dragon of ^ 
Wantley, who was over curious in the shaping of his scaly t 
slough ; and to-day there came me Maid Marian, lacking x 
a scarlet kirtle for her part in the show, who would have 
fain had me abandon the furred symar of our worshipful 
bailiff of the landing stairs, in order to serve her beggarly 
needs ; and l^*r Lady ! bold Robin of Sherwood was hartl 
upon my ears, when I rebuked the vain quean's pre* 
sumption." 

The doughty tailor, whose loquacity had been intended 
to relieve the tediousness of the lacings, and bucklings, and 
adjustments necessary to the perfecting of his performance^ 
now paused--nof ftw a reply — ^but in order to give ample 
space and verge enough fer the animated burst of gratula* 
tions by which he expected his labours to be rewarded. ' 

^ 'Tis a pranksome garb, and a dainty," said the duenna^ 
peering through her barnacles ; ^ but, truth to say, my young 
mistress shows fairer and more maiden-wise in her ruet- 
coloured farthingale with velvet cuf&, than in all this gaudy 
gear." 

«* A goodly piece of judgment, — thou mole, thou san(Jk» 
blind driveller !" murmured the indignant tailor, turning to 
the gentle Maud, secure of a more favourable verdiet. But 
the sight of her listless brow struck him with a dismay liiak 
burst into a paroxysm of exclamation. 

<^ow, God ha' mercy, damsel ! what wouldst have ? 
Here, on the efe of May, — thou to be the queen of the sport, 
and endowed with vesture worthy of a queen in right ear- 

\oh. n.— 13 
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nest; and yet thou sighest as droopinglyy and lookesl 

as coldly on the prospect, as if ^Ah ! ha 1" said 

the tailor, interrupting himself, ^^ I read the riddle now ; 
thou fearest that the base, cowarctty, and treasonable attack 
of this morning, will deter her majesty's grace from honour- 
ing the revels with her presence. Tush ! — I tdl thee, the 
ntffian is in safe keeping in the fort ; and Elizabeth, bless* 
ings on the name ! hath too much confidence in her peo- 
ple's love, to fear that such a caitiff could boast confederate 
or accomplice." 

^^ Attack — ruffian— imprisoned in the fort!" exclaimed 
Cisley. ^ ^ 

" How — who— what means thy news ?" Mtered Maud. 

" Ye lack not the woman's ware of curiosity, I perceive,'* 
said the tailor, assuming the importance of a secret-keeper ; 
" seeing which, I marvel that these tidings, which have set 
court and city in a ferment, have been so slack of reaching 
your ears." 

" We have few guests," answered Maud, " and keep 
no—" 

" Nay," interrupted Weltwell ; " if ye would needs know 
my news, rather listen than be a prater ! and to be brief, — 
for the Lady Rich's tunic still lacketh its cross-chain on the 
skirts, — to be brief, fair Maud, know, that as our gracious 
princess was taking this morning her diversion on the river 
— a shot, a murderous bullet, whistled past the royal barge, 
— ^grievously wounding one of the rowers." 

" God's pity i" ejaculated MaUd, " can this thing have 
chanced ; and to a sovereign beloved like Elizabeth ?" 

" Those who are fond of hearing their own argument,'* 
observed the tailor, << affirm that the scathe was directed 
against the French Envoy, — the Sieur Simier, as I think, 
who was of her grace's company ; and on whom her hasty 
favour hath drawn some vulgftr misliking ; but the ruffian, 
whose boat was speedily overtaken, protested that he had 
aimed on his own quarrel, and in his own defence, at the 
Earl of Oxford : who, sooth to say, was seen of many^ 
skulking muffled in a barge hard by." 

" Didst thou — did any, — hear the name of the offender ?" 
murmured Maud Glanvil, growing pale as death. 

" Wolstane, or Wollaton ; ay— -Hugh WoUaton, he called 
himself ; and the halberdiers had much ado to save him 
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from diflmemberment by the enraged mob, as they conTeyed 
him to the We3tgate*fort." 

*< And well I wot," shrieked gossip Cisley, " the villain 
. had little need of limbs who could employ them on such e 
godless errand." 

*^ Heaven shield him," said the disrobed queen, sinking 
into a chair, << for with him my hopes perish 1" 

" How now ? what a coil's here !" exclaimed Weltwell, 
opening the casement in pity to Maud Glanvil*s blanched 
cheeks. '< I pray thee, mistress, to forbear such unseemly 
sayings." 

*^ Fetch me my muffler, good Cisley," said Maud, rally- 
ing her strength, << reach thee thy mantle, dame ; for I must 
to the Heath Court, and that presently." 

<^ By our Lady's grace, not I," said the old woman, dog- 
gedly. <^ My master's pottage is simmering for supper ; the 
moon riseth not until the midnight,-^to-morrow's rufflers 
be abroad, junk^tting and rioting ; — and I stir not forth from 
the lodge." 

<< Master Weltwell ! thou servest my Aoble godmother ; 
will thou pleasure her, by protecting me on my way ?" per- 
sisted Maud. rf 

The valiant tailed* was bewildered. He had a kind and 
fatherly interest iii iiis fair petitioner ; he entertained a due 
reverence for a lady who numbered twenty blue-coated 
badgemen to be liveried at her cost ; ^* But then," said he,, 
thiidcing aloud, ^^ how. if I involve myself in the recusancy of 
the traitor Woll^tbn— how if I entangle my poor body in 
ndspersion of treason ?" 

But Maud ended hb dilemma by the earnest grace with 
which she wrung her white hands.; and without further ex- 
postulation. Master Weltwell conducted the weeping girl 
in safety, even to the portal of the Heath Court. 

^< Thou comest to claim the performance of my promise," 
said the Lady Warwick, to whose rueUe the fair Maud was 
readily admitted. <* I had not forgotten thee, sweetheart ; 
see, the casket stands labelled by my tiring mirror ; and 
had I not been tormented by a grievous pain, by sore sick- 
ness, Maud, I had thought to send* for thee, to advise con- 
cerning the oxdering of thy morrow's masking. But what 
is here ?" continued the old lady, raising the head of her 
proUgie from the coverlid in which it was buried. ** Bpeak 
0Ut» child ; what hath chanced ?— thy father^" 
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<' Is well) Madam," answered Maud* attemptiiig eompa- 
^pre. ^< But myself am in a ghevous alrtitf and pray your 
counsel and protection." 

'< Take boOi, my poor godchild," said the dowager, kindly ; 
** and speak out, Maud, alid frankly." 

'< I am a most unhappy maiden," she began, ^^ and in 
nothing more so, than that while your ladyship^s grace hath 
been my chiefest source of happiness, my sole fountain of 
honour, it hath also wrought me shame and peril." 

'< Good faith, the girl is distraught," thought the amazed 
countess. 

<^ You may remember. Madam, that when last aommer 
your ladyship lay, as now, helpless upon the bed of pain, I 
was permitted to mark my grateful devotion l^ ministering 
to your service during your long sickness." 

'' I remember it tiuinkfully, maiden." 

'< And that during my 'tendance, the notice,— -the unseemly 
notice bestowed on^me by your kinsman, the young Earl of 
Oxford, attracted the observation and reproof of your lady- 
ship ; and roused the indignation and affliction of my most 
unhappy self." 

^ Of which I marked my sense, good Maud, in forbidding 
him my presence, — dismfssing him my house." 

" Fiom my father^s, alas ! your ladyship could not, or did 
not e^ude him; and the dutiful affection borne by my 
parents to every branch of a house that hath been their stay 
and furtherance, hath still blinded my poor father to the in- 
tention of the young lord's visits ; the frequency of which 
hath proved their least peril." 

** Ha 1" exclaimed the dowager ; '< hear I aright ? The 
blessed saints forefend tiiat thou should love my nephew." 

'< Lace him !" retorted Maud, something wannly, '^ who 
seeketh my ruin— who would bring my old father's head in 
shame to the grave ; — think better of me. Madam ! No," 
she continued, in a milder, yet a hoarse tone ; ^< I have no 
love to waste on him, or any ; for long ere we quitted Ar- 
denne — even before my poor motiier dwd, she had bestowed 
her blessing iqH>n my troth-plight with — ^with--a neigi^- 
hour's BOH i ^^ 

'< Hugh WoUatxm, as I think V 

'' The same. Madam ; who being yet in his 'prentice- 
iime, although with a surety of suoeeedi^g to iiis uncle's 
thriving trade^-cmiot yet win ay father's consent to our 
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marriage ; and since we came to Greenwich^ — ^I would say. 
alas the day, but that it drew me anigh to my kind god- 
mother, — all mention of Hugh is distasteful to my Other's 
ears. Your ladyship's ^vour, and his own advancement^ 
have caused my hand to be sought of many suitors ; some 
' of a degree superior to that of Hugh ; all, unhappily, to our 
own ; — ^and my father hath be^i so set up with the praises 
of his child, and the projects insinuated into his credulous 
heart by my lord of Oxford, Sir Wilfred Dudley, and others 
of the courtiers, who haunt our lodge in pretended admira - 
tion of his woodcraft, that he hath already forbidden me to 
renew speech or vow with my kind, generous Hugh." 

'^ Of which interdiction, his absence ensures the efficacy. 
Is it not so, pretty Maud ?" 

** Pardon me, gracious Madam ; Master Wollaton having 
gathered, by means to me unknown, tidings of my father's 
obduracy, and of the importunities to which I have been 
- exposed by his unsuspecting simplicity of heart, resolved to 
bring the matter to issue ; and arrived iast week at Green- 
wich." 

'< And thou didst speak with him, girl, in disobedience to 
thy father's command ?" 

" Nor that alone," replied the weeping maiden. **.I told 
him ally Madam ; — that I had been cruelly insulted by the 
earl's wanton recklessness ; that I even feared to stir be- 
yond the limits of my home, lest I should provoke his licen- 
tious boldness. But as I spake, my father burst in upon 
our interview; reviled us both for disobedience; and at 
length, stung by my Hugh's remonstrances, he ^ote him 
with violence, and drove him from our dwelling." 

" My poor child !" said the old lady, taking the trembling 
hand of her goddaughter, " say on — what hath ensued — 
where tarrieth the youth ?" 

"Once, and but once, I have since encountered him. 
We met — forgive me, noble lady — ^by stealth, last night, in 
the labyrinth of the court" 

" That was ill done," obse^ed the prudent godmother. 

" He came but to bid me a farewell ; and pray me to for- 
bear, if possible, to-morrow's pageant ; for he had disco- 
vered — so said he — the Lord Oxford's settled plan for car- 
rying me off by stratagem." 

" He dare not — ^he could not so far forget himself and 
me I" exclaimed the countess. 

13* 



"« Obedieiit to Woiltion't raqfoby, I iHte kept eloR bi^ 
tins day," coDtiBiied Mnid iiliiitil, wammUStf. ««B«t, 
^as! Mw JMn y fffMrJrigf hailihagnMtir; aad tbttl witk ctvel 
actiThy. Tbe pieckKB safety of the qaeti^ >M||esty kutfi 
been aidangeied, aa doaMeai your la^pahip halii kuned ; 
and the innocent canBe of tlie evil— die pnaoner of tlie 
Westgate-fort, i»— Hugh WoDaton hinBelf !" 

^ And the shot was levelled at my graceleBi nefkhew f* 

^' At a ruffian wearing his cogmnnee^ and in adf-defenee 
^n a deathnrtniggle ; — ^fofgire ne* Madam!" fidtared tbe 
trembling maiden. 

^< Would I had no greater oifendem to pardon," said the 
countess, gravely ; ** or latiier, woald that my sister's scm 
had less claim to my mercy ; so mi^t I exert my beat en- 
deavours in Wollaton's behalf by unfolding the truth. But, 
however unworthy, Edward de Vere is my kinsman," said 
the old lady, as a tear quiv««d upon her withered ^ledi. 
<< This is no common matter," she resumed, after a paose 
of ccHisideration. ** 'Twill be bruited in the common ear 
of flogkmd ; 'twill be made the watchword of party ; tiie 
fable of history ; and, perhaps — ^yet heaven avert it — a signal 
oi bloodshed. The excesses of my misgoverned nephew 
have so often drawn upon him her highness's displeasure, 
that were not an innocent life endangered by thy oleoce, 
Maud, I shoold pray thee to forbear accusal ; but our gracious 
sovereign's peril will have wrought the people to a demand 
for prcmipt vengeance, and the insult suspected towards the 
Duke of Alen^on's minion, will have roused the indignation 
of the queen ; — whereupon, the afiair brooks no delay. 
To-morroW, hie thee, as was thy purpose, to the May-game 
pageant ; prank thyself gay, and smile thy best, my child ! — 
nay, wince not at the word ; for Ha sake must this be done." 
Maud Glanvil wrung his hands. 

" The queen, — I know it, I — will grace, as is her wimt, the 
Maysfaaft ; and thou, as crowned warden of the feast, must 
of need attract her notice. Then, giri, is thine auspicious 
hour ; — ^then, Maud, go boldfy to thy duty ; — throw tiiyself 
at her royal feet — speak thy wrong, and Wollaton's inno^ 
cence, simply and biiefly ; and my life on the issue, ElizalMtli 
will right thy cause." 

" How, Mtidam ! address myself to the queen^a majestv, 
and in presence of the assembled court ?'* 



'^ Asks it less bold preannnption to addreis the King of 

" Alas I dasr* said Maud, « I would I were in mfgtare J" 

*' Radier, hie thee home, that sleep maj calm thee fot 
thy coming trial. Therefore, good night, my gentle girl ; 
abUMlon not thy cause, and Heaven wiU bless it and thee !" 

The day^dawn came, and brought the waiting gentlewo- 
man of the Lady Warwick, and the promised casket ; but 
with them came no accession of confidence to the trembling 
May-queen ; — so that 'twas a toilsome task to lace the trim 
bodice over her paiKting bosom. 

It was a mornmg as pure and bright as ever sparkled with 
thefreshness of May ; and grove and garden ground, shrubby 
labyrinth and open parterre, seemed flushed with the year's 
gay youth. Gem-like cones of bloom glistened upon the 
lilac-trees,— golden streamers waved from the libumums, as 
if in mockery of the fading htie of the apple-blossoms with 
which they mingled. In the bolder landscape of the park, 
the half-lbliaged elms unfolded their tiny shells of verdure^ 
— the tender green of the young lime-leaves quivered above, 
— ^the profuse blue flowers of the wild hyacinth seenied 
hovering, like a vapour, over the earth below ; on which, 
where the hawthorn-trees stood in sheeted whiteness of 
bloom, 

Da* be' rami scendea 
Una pioggia di fior' sovra '1 suo grembo, 

and the united sweetness of a thousand honeyed blossoms^ 
and the freshness of the springing grass, crushed by a thou- 
sand footsteps, were dispersed by the buoyant gushes of the 
summer aii^ which never " smelled more wooingly." 

Along the secluded path of a deep avenue of chesnuts, the 
fair queen of the May was stoutly ushered by her exulting 
father towards the goodly tent, framed of fir poles and inter- 
woven branches, in which her throne was erected. As she 
approached the Maypole, round which a fenced ring vias ap- 
portioned to the pageant of the day, she was preceded by her 
company of maidens of honour, in milk-white array. Friar 
Tuck stood aside, fuid the hobby-horse suspended his carar 
oolings, to look on such a galaxy of loveliness, and the joy- 
ous multitude sent up as prolonged a shout in their honour, 
as if Elizabeth herself had been at hand. Some there were 
indeed among the crowd, who blamed the lisdess bearing 
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And r^erved silence of the unhappy Maud, — ^and whispere^^ 
that her father^s daughter queened it too loftily ; while Master 
Weltwelly regardless of the praise lavished upon his handy- 
work, did lay his finger upon his skinny lips, and imply a 
word of mystery. 

From the earliest morn, chambers had been at intervals 
discharged from the numerous forts adjoining the river and 
the park, and naw a loud salvo announced that the proces- 
sion had left the palace. Expectation, in the guise of many 
, a buxom dame and sturdy burgher, was a-tiptoe ; and soon 
the trained bands, with their steel shirts of Almaine rivet, 
and morions glancing in the sun, gratified the general expec- 
tation. Next in the procession, and heralded by a pursui- 
vant at arms, bearing their banner, came the goodly ccaai- 
pany of the gentlemen pensioners, — the flower of the Eng- 
lish youth, — closely followed by the two pages of the queen ; 
and after a space, shining like a constellation, appeared the 
brightn^s of the maiden queen ; mounted on a milk-white 
palfrey, whose velvet housings, broidered with pearl, swept 
the ground. While acclamations of '* long live Elizabeth— 
happily may she reign 1" burst from the populace, she bent 
on either side her stately looks of proud affability, and the 
assembled people threw themselves upon their knees as she 
passed onwards. 

Arrived at a grassy knoll commanding a view of the pa- 
geant, the queen dismounted ; her kinsman, the bluff Lord 
HuQsdon, liolding her bridle-rein, — the Earl of Leicester 
receiving her offered hand upon his bended knee ; and, as 
she touched the earth, a clamour of exultation was sent 
upward to the sky by the mingled voices of tens of thou- 
sands of spectators ; aided by the roar of cannon, the bray- 
ing of trumpets, and the larum of drums ! Elizabeth, who 
found a welcome music in the din, looked round upon the 
courtly train of barons bold and gorgeous dames by which 
she was now encompassed, and pointing to the shouting 
multitude, exclaimed, " And yesterday ye urjged my doubts 
of the loyal love of my people !" Then, motioning with her 
hand, that the sports should commence, she bade her court 
dispose itself for better enjoyment of the scene ; and guarded 
by her gentlemen pensioners, and officiously haunted by 
Patch, the court-jester, she stationed herself in stem dignity 
on the summit of the knoll. But it was not her discomfi. 
ture of the preceding day which imparted so severe an air tQ 
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the royal countenance^ for sbe had never faTOured the May- 
game festival with a better grace ; and it was sunnised that, 
while a politic deference to popular usances dictated her 
annual attendance* the remembrance of her unhappy mo- 
ther's attainder^ consequent upon a similar celefaratifm* ren- 
dered it a distasteful task. 

Elizabeth, who had now forfeited all title to that pride of 
you&ful beauty which might have excused the flightiiieas of 
devotion she loved to exact from her courtiers, looked, it 
must be confessed, upon the day in question, a very paragon 
of unloveliness. The unfeminine harshness of her promi- 
nent features, — the cankered keenness of her gray eyes,-*- 
her tawny hair, and stiff erectness of figure, formed a mar- 
vellous contrast with the graceful sweetness of her rival of 
the greensward : a contrast so readily discerned by her ma^ 
jesty's acute perception, that she immediately courted the 
disparagement of the surrounding courtien, by her bitter 
comments on the untutored demeanour of the ** sceptred 
Dowsabelle." 

" Even weeds have their value," said the Earl of Oxford ; 
*^ for their baseness teacheth men to measure the sovereign 
beauty €f£ the rose ; nor doth the meanest star twinkle in 
▼ain, since its feebleness revealeth the all-outshining glory 
of the queen of night/' 

<« Even as our cousin Hunsdon's honest roughness," quoth 
Patch, << sets price on the nimble-tongued loselry of a De 
Yere. Gore les fmUmra! — and God mend all." 

To have been adulated by Shakspeare and Spenser,-— 
flattered by Sidney and Raleigh, — served by Burleigh, by 
Buckhurst, and Bacon, affi>rds perhaps some title to those 
exaggerated honours which have been lavished on the me- 
mory of Elizabeth — the spoiled child of English history ; 
but posterity is a dispassionate judge ; and despite the facti- 
tious lustre shed upon the reign of the maiden queen, — or, 
as runs the clap*trap phrase, <« the golden days of good 
Queen Be88,"<^we are enabled, even through the inflated 
eulogies of contemporary writers, to detect tl^ craftiness,*— 
die crueltyf— the licentious vanity^ — the insane arrc^ance^ 
of the self^assumed phoenix. The nips and bobs with which 
ffae ** sorely pinched" her ladies of honour, — the unchristiai 
pride, with which she exacted knee-worship from all 
proadiing her, — the relentless virulence which urged 
peiseciitionofthe ladies of the house of Grey, for havinj 
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presumed to give l^al heirs to her crown,— 4he coarsi^ 
spirit of vituperation, which exposed her most tried and an- 
cient servants to opprobrious insults, — the levity which be- 
trayed her into unseemly familiarity with her fiivourite, 
Dudley, even in an audience of state — are perhaps sufficient 
causes for distrusting the feminine qualifications of <^ the 
fair Vestal throned in the West." But, when we consider 
the fate of that loveliest monument of human frailty, the 
sister and rival who had screened herself from rebeUion 
under the protection of a British queen, — ^when we recall 
the bloody destinies of Essex, Norifolk, and a numberless 
brotherhood, — the unsparing use of torture, which, contrary 
the law of the realm, disgraced the early annals of her 
reign, — her hollow and insolent dealings with her parlia- 
ment, — the foul indifierence marked towards the massacre 
of St. Bartholomew, and the persecution of the Huguenots, 
by her quickly thereafter becoming sponsor to the child of the 
French king, — the vindictive spirit, which prompted her to 
strike off the hand of a gentleman and a scholar, who had 
ventured to set forth the monstrous disproportion .pf her 
marriage with the boy-Duke of Alen9on, — ^the baseness, 
which sought hospitality from the master of Euston Hall, in 
order to detect and punish his secret adherence to papistry, 
— and, finally, the parsimonious abstinence of Elizabeth 
from all public acts of munificence, and greedy exa<Hments 
from the generosity of her courtiers, are facts whose united 
atrocity may counterbalance a zeal, sometimes doubtful, for 
the interests of the reformed church ; a judicious selection 
of the ministers of her arbitrary will ; a brilliant tact in the 
art of government ; and intrepid spirit, and dignified carriage. 
The revels were now at their height. The Queen of the 
May, having won all hearts to her praise by the trimly feat- 
ness with which she executed her duty of leading a gailiard 
and a corranto in the ring, — ^a featness which called down 
the applause of Sir Christopher Hatton himself, — was pro- 
ceeding to re-enthrone herself in the tent, when some idle 
speech among the crowd, that her majesty was ill-mind- 
ed to prolong her courtesy and witness the sports io 
an end, renewed her terrors and impatience. As she 
stood, perplexed and tormented by the importunate ho- 
«[iage of her little court, it chanced that Sir Wilfred Dudley, 
'.•ne of the vain gallants who had long pestered her with lus 
assiduities, approached to tender her some of those practiaed 
ffotteries which.his tendency toparler Eiqfhttieme rendered 
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tnmre circumlocutory than the critical juncture of her affairs 
imght well endure. 

** Sweet sovereignty !" said he, << if a simple subject may 
hope to penetrate the guarded portal of thy distrustful 
hearing — " 

"Good Sir Wilfred," interrupted Maud^ "you have 
ofttimes made vaunt of your will to do me service — " 

" And therein, sweet harte of the greenwood ! to pleasure 
mine own best liking." 

" I ask not your motive—care not for it now ; but if ever 
you would win my gratitude, guide me through yonder 
axmed bands, to the feet o^the queen." 

" To her majesty's very presence ? — For an eyass thai 
but now leaveth the mew, damsel, thou soarest high." 

"You refuse me? — Nay then," said Maud, slipping 
beneath the ropes, and directing her hurried steps towards 
fhe knoll, " I will bear mine errand in single lk)ldness." 

But the fantastic gallantry of the Euphuist would not 
permit him to abandon the championship of a maiden in 
distress ; and quickly overtaking her as she reached the 
opening into an over-arching alley of lime-trees^ he held 
out his hand for her support with all that distortion of 
affectation which characterized his postures. 

" Mistress Maud !" said Sir Wilfred, negligently flinging 
aside his mantle, in order to reveal the richness of his 
Spanish doublet, " I hasten to propose a league of amity 
between us,— of which the terms are present protection on 
my part^ — fairer interpretation on thine. Advance, bright 
humility!" continued he, with a tender air, as they passed 
the spot on which the Earl of Oxford lay, in listless weari- 
ness, on the grass. " Advance, Queen of Idalia !" he re- 
peated, simpering and mowing like a jackanape, when he 
perceived the indignant regards of his rival fixed upon his 
familiar attitude. 

But if it be true, that 

The lion will turn and flee 
From a maid in the pride of her purity ; 

the evil thoughts of De Vere had surely deserted his savage 
bosom at sight of the loveliness of Maud ; which, in her 
fair and stately array, showed even more touchingly than 
was its wont. The swan-like neck, set forth by 6er 
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J ffuffrT-A* uch simptieit^ of a brow, o& ivhicb Ite 
flush of exercise, and the paleness of ieaotf vaiied altBi^ 
naMfy-^be nfnriaiog intri&g«aee of soiilt which, brigfat- 
enkg her eyes, taught her, ^ dolphnhlike, to show above 
the element she lived in," even the uncertain tremour of 
her step, might have induced him to forbear one look in- 
jurious to the spotlessness of ** saintly chastity.'* 

Maud Glanvil had now approached within a few paces of 
Elizabeth, within play of that fierce battery of looks, so 
terrible to her ^emies ; and yielding unconsciously to the 
awe natural to her position, she ft^d her hands on h^ 
bosom, as if to still the wild beaftmgc^ her heart, and stood 
rooted to the earth. The queen, attributing the imfonnal 
action of her rival of the Mtfyshah to scmbo mimnnery im« 
posed upon her by her part in the pageant, exclaimed, as 
she graciously beckoned her nearer aj^roach, <<What 
would the majesty of May, from her royd sister of Eng- 
land?" 

<^ Your highnesses clemency," faltered Maud, falling on 
her knees, to kiss tiie gracious hand extended towards her. 

^<And shall m, wk)m one of our wisest clerks hath 
hailed by the title of Mercilla, shall we deny our grace to 
Qin offender so fair — so helpless ?" 

<' 'Tis not for myself I sue," said Maud, gathering cou- 
rage from the afiability of the queen, ^' but for an innocent 
prisoner." 

^' Then justiee might surely serve the turn," replied Eli- 
zabeth, still smiling ; ^< an enthroned sovereign should know 
thikt demencf^ regardeth the guilty. The name, gentle 
queen, of tliy prisoner." 

^ Hugh WoUatou of Ardenne, Madam ; now most un* 
meetly confined in the Westgate fert." 

*^ How !" exclaimed the astonished princess, in her shrill^t 
tone, as the reality of her petitioner's alarms and mission 
became apparent, << have we treason near our person ! Must 
we — who, at bed and board, waking and down-lying, are still 
thwarted and harassed by our cares of state, — ^must we be 
pursued, even in our hour of idleness, our season of recrea- 
tion, by the importunities of our rebel subjects ? Look to 
it,*myl<Hrds — ^Leicester, Gmnberland, Mon^y: and liKMi, 
sirrah ! who art the chief cause of the mischief," said ste, 
benchng h^lhmns i^n &e discomfited Sir Wilferdf^whoM 
fciioni figure Master Paitch was diligentiy portraying up<Mi 
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<j)e buckler of a man-at-arms by his side, '< bow gat this bold 
damsel to our presence ? Go! minion/' she continued, with 
arti angry gesture, to the trembling May-queen, " go hence, 
ere thou be thrust out with shame ; and leave the assassin 
of thy sovereign to the justice of her privy council." 

" Now, God help me !" said Maud, throwing up her arms 
distractedly, " For in man or woman, hope is none." 

" An't please your grace," said Lord Hunsdon, too unso- 
licitous of royal favour to shun the path of honesty, " this 
wench is of the Lady Warwick's household ; her godchild, if 
it remember me, or, at least, her diligent handmaid in the 
hour of suffering ; speak, girl ! bringest thou no token from 
thy lady!" 

" Alas ! none, Su-," answered Maud, with patient humi- 
lity ; " my gracious mistress could scarcely move in the suit 
which criminates a De Vere." 

" How now I" demanded Elizabeth, sobered from her 
first ejcplosion of resentment, " a De Vere, sayest thou ? 
Stand up, and*, mince not thy words : what cause, what De 
Vere, minion? dally not with thy queen!" 

But there were tears now stealing down the pale cheeks 
of the unhappy girl, which at once impeded her utteraj^ce, 
and moved every manly heart present in her favour. 

•* And now I think me, yonder traitor of the fort did also 

involve my Lord of Oxford's name in his declarations," 

resumed Elizabeth , '< what, ho ! some one call hither the 

. Earl. Yeomen of the guard — bring him instantly to the 

presence." 

"Force needs none. Madam," said the bold earl, who had 
been an unseen auditor of the whole ; "I am not used to be 
a loiterer at my sovereign's bidding, even though it tend to 
confront a peer of England with the nameless puppet of a 
village masking." 

This taimt, and the presence of her persecutor, roused 
the spiritof the injured Maud, far more than the encourage- 
ment oi queen or courtier ; and standing forward with mo- 
4lest grace, she related in succint but earnest terms, her tale 
of pa|ient suffering and undeserved insult ; appealing sd 
sweetly to the womanly sympathy of her royal judge, that 
despite the preconceptions of Elizabeth, the force of truth 
and simplicity went direct to her heart, kindling all the 
indignation of her sex, and the intemperance of her Tudof 
blood. 

Vol. n.-^14 
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** Thoa wert well to brave me but now, wiA thy rude 
inaolence, my worthy lord!*' she said to the unabashed 
earl ; ^ thou frontless offender ! who dost dare polhite the 
very purlieus of our court with thy filthy libertinism ; — go 
from our presence ; thou shalt hear further of our ju^^m^it, 
touching this matter : — ^yet stay/' she resumed, amending 
her hastiness, ^* hast thou aught to urge, my lord, against 
this damsel's accusation ? — what hath the flower of chivaliy, ' 
who must needs wear Elizabeth's favour in lus cap, to reply 
to the ingenuous murmurs of maiden ^modesty ?" 

^< Nothing, Madam ;" replied the insolent Oxford, whose 
wit, and splendid profusion, and travelled elegance, had often 
blinded the queen's detection of his unexampled excesses. 
" Edward de Vere hath a ready answer for the peer who 
questions his honour ; but for the imperious mandate of a 
woman, albeit a queen, or for the whining of a peevish 
wanton,^-good faith ! they must abide his silence." 

" We are outfaced, methinks, and by a foul traitor," ex- 
claimed Elizabeth, with kindling eyes. *<To the Tower 
with him," said she, addressing herself to the Earl Marshal. 
— ^*' To' the Tower with him ; my royal word be your war- 
rant." * 
,The consternation now became general. 

** Break up the sports, there," said the queen, resuming 
her wonted state ; ** and see that this maiden be had in safe 
keeping. We retire on the instant." A general move- 
ment ensued, which screened the « royal party from vulgar 
observation : till, followed by the shouts of the populace. 
it re-entered the palace gates. 

On the following day, Elizabeth of England sat in stera 
judgment within her chamber of audience. Some few of 
her chosen counsellors surrounded her throne ; and at her 
feet, in modest self-possession, kneeled the graceful figure 
of Hugh of Ardenne. 

Disrobed of her gaudy vesture, her pallid cheeks hall 
veiled by the long unbraided tresses which overhung her 
white robing, the gentle queen of the May stood humbly 
in the distance, with her tearful eyes fixed upon the judg- 
ment-seat ; while hei^erplexed father, the hapless *bicGon. 
im the guise of a fowl whose chicks have betrayed then 
alien nature by committing themselves to another element. 
Htood helpless and restless by the side of those perilou? 
Avaters whereon his child had launched herself in his despite. 
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Elizabeth herself, who had lost something of her severity 
in the interest of the scene, held within her grasp two let- 
ters ; the one a testimonial from the Countess of Warwick 
of her heartfelt faith in the veracity of her godchild ; the 
other, an early love-missive in the handwriting of the bold 
De Vere ; which, by its implications, certified his own guilt 
and the purity of Maud GknviL 

'* These documents," said the queen, placing them in the 
hands of Sir Francis Walsingham, " do but jus.tify our pre- 
vious insight into the matter. It is time that the guilty met 
their award." 

"Rise up, youth," continued her majesty, addressing 
young WoUaton, whose fair person and discreet address had 
won favour in her sight. " Thou art convicted, by thine 
own showing, of having practised against the life of a noble- 
roan of this realm, and thereby endangering the safety pf 
thy liege sovereign — silence, sirrah! Siy vindication hath 
been heard. Thou hast sworn, and the evidence of sundry 
avoucheth, that this outrage arose in thy self-defence, against 
the retainers of Edward de Vere, Earl of Oxford ; who fell 
upon thee with superiority of numbers, inflicting divers 
wounds on thy person in the progress of a scheme of abduc- 
iion laid against that of a free British maiden, daughter of 
oar Verder of ^reenwich. Have I heard rightly, my lords ? 
• *— Prisoner, are these things true ?" 

Hugh WoUaton replied by a lowly obeisance of assent. 

** For these crimes and misdemeanours," said the queeot 
" we adjudge thee," — Maud Glanvil pressed forward with an 
imploring air,—" we adjudge thee, in consideration of thy 
known loyalty, and deep provocation, to a term of six 
months' imprisonment within the limits of the royal park ; 
which thou mayest improve, an' it like thee," continued the 
princess, with a grim smile, " by renewing thine attempts to 
win the sanction of yonder weather-worn woodsman to thy 
courtship of his daughter. And Maud — see thou set no 
more of my courtiers' brains a-gadding, by those looka which 
have condemned the bold and misproud De Vere to a year's 
banishment from our court. Let thy future bearing keep 
pace with thy past discretion, and t^u shalt never lack the 
countenance of Elizabeth 1" 

Thus ended the sorrows of the Verderer's daughter. 

^'And what said the queen's majesty as touching the 
&shion of thy masking suit ?" said Weltwell, to the happy 
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Maiidy when, some weeks afterward, she recounted in hi> 
presence the chances of her royal audience. 

" I'sooth, but little, — my friend in need. But my kind 
godmother hath bidden me se^k at your hands a goodly gar- 
ment of three-piled Genoa for myself, and another of stout 
kersey, for — for Wollaton." 

** Of a bridal fashion, as I guess ?*' 

Maud gainsayed not the opinion ; and when, in process 
of time, the said vestments were appointed to figure in a 
wedding junket at the Heath Court, they were conMnended 
for shape and substance of all present, including the point- 
device Euphuist himself. 



EHRENBREITSTEIN. 



The waters of the Rhine have long maintained their 
pre-einihence> as forming one of the mightiest and loveliest 
among the highways of Europe ; and now that tfiey have 
been polluted by the noisome, but seemingly attractive 
accommodations of the Dampschifie, the beauties of the 
Rhenish shores have been visited by pilgrims from our own 
country, more numerous and more zealous than ever knelt 
before the shrine of Becket, or of our Lady of Loretto. 
Many, indeed, and various are the charms, by which the 
prince of rivers continues to allure the wanderings of thr 
idle, the restless, and the rich. The quaint old-world cities, 
which reflect themselves in its waves, — offering the same 
contrast to their modern suburbs, that a beauty in coif and 
farthingale would oppose to a Parisian grisette, — and the 
tree-tufted villages, which, with their rustic spires and 
whitened walls, might represent a third Grace, in £he guise 
of a fair peasant, — enliven the banks of the Rhine with a 
characteristic population. In the misty distance, the sevea 
mountains display the rich and romantic grouping of their 
lofty summits ; while, nearer to the shore, and apparently 
springing from the blue depths of the river, gigantic and 
pinnacled rocks spread their darkening shadows over the 
waters. Of these, many are crowned with the mouldering 
towers of feudal pride ; others are adorned with a fringe 
of beech-trees, which, springing from their shelving ledges, 
enliven the granite with their bright overhanging boughs ; 
and some, and those the most inaccessible, have been trans- 
formed by the hand of industry into thriving vineyards, 
where the light foot of the vHnzeTf or vintager, bounding ta 
his labours, appears to emulate the peril of<he samphire- 
gatherers of our native cliffs. Here, the spires of some 
lonely monastery surmount the highest crags of the rocky 
!»ank ; — there, the cloistered votaries have sought a still 
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more isolated seclusion, upon the very bosom of the waves. 
The towers and defences of obsolete warfare are contrasted 
with the iron strength of modem fortresses ; and the em- 
battled keep of some Lord of Chivalry, frowns^upon the 
green-shuttered lust-haus of the living Burgrndster. Thus, 
rich in every variety of landscape, animate and inanimate, 
the successive scenery of the Rhine boasts an intensity of 
interest scarcely to be surpassed. 

But amcmg all its united trophies of art and nature, there 
is not one more brightly endowed with picturesque beauty, 
or romantic association, than the fortress of Ehrenbreitstein. 
When the eye of our own Childe Harold Tested upon its 
" shattered wall," and when the pencil of Turner immor- 
talized Its season of desolation, it had been smitten in the 
pride of its strength by the iron glaive of war ; and ite 
blackened fragments and stupendous ruins had their voice 
for the heart of the moralist, as well as their charm for the 
inspired mind of genius. But now that military art hatl^ 
knit those granite ribs anew, — now that the beautiful emi- 
nence rears once more, its crested head, like a sculptured 
Cybele, with a coronet of towers, — ^new feelings, and an 
'^ altered scale of admiration wait upon its glories. Once- 
more it uplifts its giant height beside the Rhine, repelling 
in Titan majesty the ambition of France ; once more, by its 
united gifts of natural position and scientific aid, it appears 
prepared to vindicate its noble appellation of ^^ the broad 
stone of honour." 

But those unto whom the varying destinies which have* 
bannered its walls are intimately known, are tempted to 
consider its renovated condition as in some respects a loss. 
There was a small, ruined chamber among the shattered 
fragments of ik darker hour, which connected itself with a 
legend of no ordinary interest. 

In the course of the campaigns immediately following the 
French Revolution, the fortress of Ehrenbreitstein expe- 
rieisced, on more than one occasion, the unequal fortunes 
of war ; and was compelled to submit to the superior force, 
or superior skill, of a conquering army. After the passage 
of the French troops under Hoche, effected at Weisse 
Thurm, in 1797, a blockade, which endured until the peace 
of Leoben, harassed its devoted garrison. It was then 
abandoned to the possession of the troops of the Elector of 
May«nce ; and although the little town of Thai, situated at 
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its base, had been sacrificed in the course of the siege, 
Coblentz, whose position on the opposite bank, at the con- 
fluence of the Moselle with tiie Rhine, derives its best secu- 
rity from the fortress, was thus restored to tranquillity, and 
a hope of happier times. The confusion of an ill-disci- 
plined and inexperienced army, had indeed rendered abor- 
tive to the Rhenish shores those local advantages by which 
they ought to have been secured from devastation ; and the 
prolonged disorganization and disunion prevalent in the ad- 
jacent provinces had, by the most impolitic inconsistency, 
embarrassed every branch of public business ; and while 
agriculture was driven from the ravaged plains, and com- 
merce from the ensanguined waves of the Rhine, civil dis- 
cord had embroiled the citizens of almost every town of 
mark along its course. But affairs were now beginning to 
wear a more promising aspect. The Congress of Rastadt 
had already opened its negotiations, and despair on one 
side, and exhaustion or weariness on the other, had suc- 
ceeded in cooling the heat of those national feuds which 
had brought the ruinous footsteps of advancing and retreat- 
ing armies to trample the bosom of an afflicted country. 
That there were some among its sons over-eager to avenge 
the deep scars thus inflicted, the murder of the French de- 
puties, at the very gates of Rastadt, terribly attests. 

It chanced that some days previous to the opening of the 
Congress, a French noble, — the Count d' Aubigny, — with his 
wife and son, had been arrested, on their return to their native 
country, by the authorities of Coblentz ; who, judging from 
the passports and papers in his possession that he had high 
influence, and an important connexion with the Directory, 
secured him in the fortress of Ehrenbreitstein as a valuable 
hostage for the interests of their city. The count, who had 
sought safety in emigration during the short supremacy of 
one of the earlier and more furious factions of the republic, 
had been recently recalled to fill an appointment of dignity 
and honour under the new government. Galling as it was to 
his feelings to be thus thwarted and restrained upon the very 
threshold of France, yet his trust in the efllicacy of an appeal 
which he had forwarded to the Congress, prevented him from 
giving way to the natural impatience of his mind. A deeper 
feeling, however, — a feeling of horror and desperation, — 
soon superseded his irritation and regrets ;— abody of French 
f roops presented itself before the fortress, menacing its gar- 
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rison and luckless inhabitants with all the horrors of a pro- 
tracted seige. 

It was in vain that D'Aubigny recalled to his own mind, 
and whispered to his fair companioiiy that the fortress was 
bomb-proof, and casemated with unequal art ; and still more 
Tain were hki entreaties to Colonel Faber, its brave but sturdy 
commandant, that his wife and child migdt be conveyed under 
a flag of truce to CoUentz. The colonel, to whom his pri- 
^ soner was both nationally and individually an object of dis- 
P trust, persisted that the interest of his command forbade the 
concession. 

*' Your ladies of France," said he, << God give them grace ! 
are too nimble-tongued to be trusted in an enemy's camp ; 
and Moritz Faber will scarcely be tempted to enable the fair 
countess to carry tidings of the nakedness of the land, and of 
the impoverished resources of the fort, unto a band which 
bears the tri-coloured rag as its ensign, and treachery as its 
pass- word. No, no! — abide in the old eagle's nest« — Our 
gafleries are a surety from your friends in the valley ; and 
when our provisions fail, — whi^h fail they shall, ere I yield 
the charge committed to my hand unto a gang of marauding 
cut-throats^ — the countess and her son shall honourably share 
our fare and our famine. Perhaps the plea of a lady's suf- 
ferings may more promptly^disperse your giButle countrymen 
yonder, who write themselves 'greax chevaliers, than falconet 
or culverin !" 

Count d'Aubigny finding persuasion fruitless, and know- 
ing that resistance might even less avail him, <fbuld only pray, 
that either the return of his own estqfette from Rastadt, or of 
that despatched by Colonel Faber, might bring a mandate of 
intelligence between the besieging and besieged. A few 
days sufficed to show him, and the expiration of several we^us 
tended most horribly to prove, that the fortress had been in- 
deed surprised in an hour of security and consequent desti- 
tution ; he looked tremblingly to the result, and marked the 
daily diminution of their apportioiHnent of provisions, with a 
sense of dread he dared not reveal to his companions in mis- 
' fortune. 

If any woman, however, could be giftgd to receive with 
fortitude an announcement of evil severe as that antici> 
pated by the Count, it was Eveline — his lovely and most be- 
loved wife ; for her mind was as firm and elevated in its 
character, as her demeanour and disposition were femininelr 
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gentle : and her attachment to tlie young Eugene, the son of 
D'Aubigny by a former marriage, partook of a conscien- 
tious devotion to his interests, such as the mere tendemes« 
of maternal love could not have alone suggested. It was 
for him, — ^it was for that fair boy, who had loved her so 
fondly, — that her first apprehensions of the horror of their 
position became terrible to iier mind. Eugene was frail and 
delicate, and had been nurtured with the softest tending ; he 
had attained neither the strength of body or mind essential to 
the endurance of an evil from which his high condition 
might have seemed to secure him ; and his parents, for they 
were equally so in affection for the child, had not courage to 
forewarn and inure him to the approaching calamity. 

They saw hinwfiom the first reject with silent but evident 
loathing, the coarse food tendered for his support. They 
marked his soft cheek grow wan under the deprivation — his 
little voice gradually weaken — his step bound less playfully 
along the rude pavement of their chamber ; and they looked 
into each other's faces with tearful eyes as they first uotM 
the change ; but dared not interrogate the boy, or utter one 
audible comment. Soon, however,-*fatally soon, — the mi- 
serable fact became too loudly a matter of comment in the 
garrison for even the child to remain in ignorance of their 
threatened destiny. Day after day passed, and brought 
nothing but sights of death, and sounds of lamentation ; and 
the wasting strength of the prisoners rendered their minds 
still more susceptible of terror and despair ; , fcut neither 
their wants, nor the murmurs of the soldiery, could influence 
by the weight of a feather the stern determination of the 
commandant to yield but in his hour of death. 

Let those who limit their consciousness of the pangs of 
"fiunger by the loss of an occasional meal, which may have 
rendered restless their luxurious couch, afiect to underrate 
the agonies of starvation, and to attemper, according to 
Adam Smith's theory of morality, their arguments for the 
indecency of bewailing a vulgar lack of food. But the ac- 
tual sense of famine, — 'the gnawing, irritating sense, which 
confuses the ears with strange sounds — the body with sick- 
ness — ^the heart with perturbation — the head with dizzy be- 
wilderment—these are sufferings which defy the mastery of 
mental fortitude I 

D'Aubigny was first to give utterance to his feelings- 
for they were solely urged by the suppressed torments h<> 
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was condemned to witness. << My Eveline P' said he, ^^ my 
kweety my heavenly-minded wife,-— could J have believed when - 
I sought your hand, amid the lofty pomp of your high estate* 
that I should but win it to share in the horrors of my evil des- 
tiny,— couldl have dreamed, when I wept my first glad tears 
over this boy's cradle, that I should live to wish him unlxNm 
— to see him perish— slowly — ^horribly — " 

*< Hush ! D' Aubigny, he sleeps ; his head hath sunk upon 
my knee." 

**No! mother," said the boy, very faintly, << I am not 
sleeping ; I am listening quietly to my kind father's voice." 

^' It is exhaustion ! by the God of mercy ! it is exhaustion 
which hath bowed his head !" exclaimed the count, taking 
Ills son into his arms, and gazing with an indescribable thrill 
upon his attenuated countenance ; then rushing forwards, 
in despite of the outcry and resistance of the various sen- 
tries, he forced himself into the presence of Colonel Faber, 
Still straining his child to his bosom. 
p*< Look on him !" said he, with a voice brc^en by sobs : 
" 'Tis my <mly child, — ^look upon him, — and if you haVe the 
heart of a man, deny not my petition. It is not yet too 
late, — send him from Ehrenbreitstein." 

" It cannot be," answered Faber, resolutely ; although 
the manifest condition of the lovely boy brought a deep 
flush even to his temples. '< I will give up my own share 
of provision with pleasure. Count d'Aubigny ; but not a 
living soul must leave the fortress I — I am deeply responsible 
to my country ; and the famishing condition of my soldiers^ — 
m$f children, — might otherwise prompt me to desert a trust 
which the Congress of Rastadt appears so little interested 
to protect. My duty. Sir, is one of sternness ; I cannot 
grant your reqyest." 

" Do not wfeep, father," murmured the child, faintly. 
'< I never saw tears of thine before ; do not let them fall for 
Eug^e. I win be better ; I wiU feed heartily on the food 
we can still procure ; — do not weep, father." 

And with an effort mighty at his age, the child did indeed 
force between his lips the loathsome morsels which fell 
scantily to their share. Every domestic animal within the 
walls had been sacrificed ; and the obscene fiesh of .dog» 
and horses had become a delicacy beyond the soldiers' power 
of purchase ! and on such revolting aliments did Eveline — 
the gentle— the noble Ev^lme— force herself to tea* in 
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order to entice and deceive the boy's enfeebled appetite. 
But all would not db ; — already many of the least hardy of 
the garrison had fallen a sacrifice to want of wholesome 
food ; and the failing strength and tremulous lips of Eugene 
and his mother, proclaimed that they were soon to foUow. 
Yes — they were dying of starvation ! 

Again the Count attempted to move the feelings of Faber 
in their behalf ; but he no longer bore denial with resigna- 
tion. Moved beyond his patience, he raved, threatened, and 
even attempted violence ; and as the scene had many wit- 
nesses, the commandant felt it due to himself to punish the 
offender with solitary confinement. " Thus, too," thought 
the staunch old soldier, ^* I shall spare this unfortunate pa- 
rent the misery of looking upon suiObrings which he cannot 
alleviate." 

The wretched chamber inhabited by the Gountess d'Au- 
bigny, was situated in one of the loftiest and most secure 
towers of the fortress ; and when the sun, which had lost 
its power to cheer the desponding prisoners, dawned through 
the arrow-slits on the day succeeding that of DJ Aubigny's 
imprisonment, Eveline rose to j]^ her f^jjingL^ ^ivering 



limbs towards the morning air, a^^^|||||pE^^e]^fii« beside 
the narrow opening, |poked down upon the blue, glassy, 
dancing, ^ee waters of the Rhine, that rippled far, far below 
the fortress, and prayed that they might rise and overwhelm ' 
her. But she instantly reproved the thought, as she had 
already done the proposal of her husband, that they should 
anticipate their inevitable and horrible end. " This child," 
she had replied, " is a sacred deposite in our hands ; we have 
no right to leave him orphaned, to his sorrow ; and you 
could not — no! you could not atttempt Ms little life I" 

" What seest thou yonder,, mother ?" faltered the boy., 
whom her movement had disturbed, but who was now too 
weak to approach the soupirail for refreshment. 

" I see Heaven's mighty sunshine, dear Eugene, bright as 
if it shone upon no human misery. I see the white city of 
Coblentz, backed by its green plantations, and 'sending up 
the smokes of a thousand hearths. Beside them there is 
happiness, Eugene, — smiles and food, child ; — and with us* 
abideth nought, save trust in the mercy of God. Think 
upon it, — think, beloved child, that we shall soon be free 
from pain and grief!" 

** I cannot think, mother ; my head swims strangely. But 
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there is still feeling in my heart] — ^and it is all for thee an^ 
for my father.'* 

** Eugene ! sliould we survive thb peril, — and thou hast 
the strength of youth in thy favour, — ^let this remembrance 
become a pledge for the tender mercies of thy future life ; 
so that the poor and the hungry may not plead to thee in 
vain." 

** Mother ! thy words reach not my failing ears ; draw 
nearer, mother, for I would die with my hand in thine." 

On that very day the destinies of the fortress were ac- 
complished ; and Uie sacrifice, which had been made, was 
made in vain : — ^the fiat of the Congress of Rastadt com- 
manded the brave Faber to open its gates to the enemy of 
Jiis country. The noble brother of Eveline D'Aubigny, 
whose anxiety for her liberation had motived in a great 
measure the blockade of Ehrenbreitstein, was the first to 
rush into the chamber of the captive. No living thing 
stirred there ! — The boy had died first, — for his face was 
covered, and his limbs composed ; and Eveline, — if the 
iair wasted thing which lay beside him might claimi that 
name,--had perished in the effort of rxecutins that last 
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For from the bif th of Cain, the first male child. 
To hhn who did bat yesterday suspire. 
There was not such a gracious creature bom. 

King John, 

It was in the summer of the year 179-, that the peace- 
ful district extending from the frontier of France to the 
western bank of the Rhine became the scene of those earliest 
successes of the Republican army, which were but the pre* 
cursors of victories destined to excite the surprise and ad- 
miration of Europe. The French troops were already 
rapidly advancing upon the Rhine ; and the traces of their 
victorious footsteps, although probably bearing no deacQier 
marks of license and devastation than usually deform the 
march of a conquering army, were fraught with terror to 
the peasant ; and still more so to the proprietors over whose 
possessions their route was appointed. Cottages burned 
in the wanton intoxication of success, — vineyards laid waste 
in the brutal sport of temporary power, plantations, which 
had been destined to cast their shadow over the children's 
children of their actual owners, torn up, or trampled, — the 
labours of the husbandman, — the hardly earned fruits of the 
aged farmer, — all were equally set at nought, and disre- 
garded. The still recent atrocities of the French Revolu- 
,tion had affi)rded a school fatal to the interests of humanity^ 

Of the women of those devoted villages, of the outrages 
which destined their homes to desolation and bereavement, 
I will say nothing. There' are some calamities from the 
contemplation of which the human mind turns with a sick- 
ening horror, that cannot betray Itself in words. But those 
who witnessed the speechless consternation of these wretched 
victims, on the first sound of martial music which announced 
the approach 6{ the army, might read in the mingled teant 

Vol. II.— 16 



170 THE ABBBT OV I^ACH. 

«tid embraces of mothers and daughters, that the licentiotn* 
ness of the republican troops was worthy the direction under 
which they flourished. The villagers had mostly joined 
the standard of defence ; and with a strange impolicy, the 
sick and the infirm, the stripling and the veteran, were 
alone left for the immediate guardianship of the numerous 
hamlets scattered among the hills bordering the Rhine ; 
while the more efficient troops had hitherto proved incapa* 
ble of defending the strong posts and important fortresses 
which might have formed the universal protection. 

It was on a sultry evening of that disastrous summer, 
that a woman and a boy were seen hastily pursuing their 
way along the steep paths of Rheinek ; who, by their fre- 
quent pauses, their agitated and earnest survey of the sur- 
rounding country, were evidently fugitives seeking refuge 
from the dispersed bands of General Custine's brigack, 
which at this juncture invested the solitary farm-houses on 
their route. The woman appeared of no higher class than 
that of the hewers of wood and drawers of water. It 
might be, however, that she had divested herself of the 
ornaments allotted to the housedames of the wealthier 
farmers— of the golden, dagger-shaped bodkin which unites 
the embroidered velvet coif, peculiar to the women of the 
district, with their profuse braids of glossy hair ; and the 
rich earrings, which complete their picturesque attire ; it 
might be, that she had laid aside all the costly adornments 
of her station, that could afford temptation to the rapacious 
stragglers who might cross her path. But the traveller 
possessed other and equally perilous attractions, which it 
had not been in her power to abandon. Those locks, 
though bound up only with a silken band, were luxuriant 
and black as the raven's plumage : the contour of her head — 
though unadorned, was graceful as that of the sculptor's 
ideal goddess ; and the whole turn of her figure was elegant 
in the extreme. Of her age, her person and countenance 
afibrded contradictory evidence. Her firm and elastic step, 
iier round fair arm, were those of extreme youth ; but her 
pensive brow, and sunken large gray eye, exhibited the 
gravity of maturer years. These might as well have re- 
ceived their tinge from sorrow as fh>m time; and still 
beauty was there, though past the rich luxuriance of its 
dawn. The age of the boy, if he were indeed her own, 
might accuse her of having numbered thirty years. 
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With a tremulous step, and almost dra^ng her little com- 
panion along, she reached a ravine, which some winter tor- 
rent had shaped as its course down the hill-side ; and seating 
herself and her boy on the short green herbage imder the 
concealment of its steep banks, she hastily drew from the 
scrip at her back a portion o£ barley bread, and invited the 
child to refresh himself without delay. She pressed him to 
her side — she drew back the clustering curls from his fair 
and open forehead ; she undid the latchets of his shoes, and 
chafed his slender and weary ankles with her soft hands. — 
Yes, she was certainly his mother I— i he boy fed ravenously, 
and for a time appeared unconscious of her caresses ; but 
when she threw herself at length on the earth, concealing her 
face against the thymy banks, and sobbing aloud in convul- 
sive agony, he laid aside his scanty meal, and taking her 
motionless hand, he kissed it silently, held it patiently in his 
own, and discovered that the task of soothing affliction had 
become familiar to him, even at his early age. The sorrows 
of the wanderer had indeed a deeper source than the passing 
dangers of the moment. 

Twelve years before, and Gretchen had been the beauty 
and pride of the village of Ronsdorf, of which her father, aB 
bailiff to the Prince of N , formed the principal inha- 
bitant. She was an only child — a rustic heiress ; — and the 
extensive vineyards of her father, as well as her own playful 
coquetry and dawning loveliness, procured her the most dis- 
tinguished selection of partners at the annual vintage feast, 
and the most ample offering of bouquets at the Bimhraut- 
markifihe September pear fair of the neighbouring town of 
Andemach. Did she desire to cross the river, twenty boats 
were unmoored for her service. Was she anxious to per- 
form her devotions at some distant chapel, as many young 
villagers were seized with an epidemic fit of piety, and of- 
fered to guide her mule through the rough paths of the neigh- 
bouring hills. But all this was soon to end.' Gretchen's 
heart became weary of the varying and fickle delights of uni- 
versal homage. It had made an early, yet not an indiscreet 
selection among her adorers ; and even her father was con- 
tented that the darling of his age should be afiianced to the 
son of his old neicrhbour and friend, the miller Geiler. 

Wilhelm was frank, joyous, and inconsiderate, it is true, 
but he was also enterprising and intelligent ; and the gossips 
of the village agreed, that if Gretchen's sage example and 
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tender affection should assure her a due influence in the 
tninagef they would become a happy and prosperous couple. 
It was settled between the parents, howeyer, that a year 
should elapse before the celebration of their mandage ; for 
till the expiration of that period Wilhelni Geiler was enga- 
ged as head workman in the quarries of Bell, of which his 
father was partly proprietor, and which would hereafter fur- 
nish an ample revenue to the young couple. The distance 
of these quarries from Ronsdorf restricted the visits oJP the 
lover to Sundays and occasional fete days ; and even then 
the weather, and a thousand casualties, rendered their meet- 
ings uncertain ; but the constancy of young Geiler, the in- 
creasing reserve and gravity of the timid Gretchen, mutually 
reassured them. And when Wilhelm, at day dawn on the 
summer Sundays, bounded over her garden hedge, and ex- 
hibited the withered nosegay which had been her pledge of 
the preceding week, whispering^ ** iJiAy six more months, 
Gretchen — only six, and then together for the rest of our 
days,'' she was satisfied, — not only of his fidehty, but of her 
own perfect happiness. 

This self-security was not of long duration. At thi» crisis 
an evil chance led to the sale of the chief farm of the village 
of Ronsdorf, and brought a stranger as its new inhabitant. 
He was young, rich, and handsome ; and, as if instigated by 
perversity, he disregarded the tender encouragement of all 
the beauties of the neighbourhood to fix his affections upon 
the lovely fiancee of Wilhelm Geiler, 

Many ascribed this selection to a malicious desire of 
thwarting the successful lover ; others attributed the sudden 
ardour of his passion for Gretchen to '^ lesbcattxyeux desa 
cassetteJ^ But even her disappointed rivals of the green- 
sward united to exonerate her from any willing share in his 
attachment ; and to reassure the anxiety of Wilhelmagainst 
all suspicions of treachery on her side. Alas ! it was not on 
hers that any such was meditated ; but she was too inexpe- 
rienced — too unguarded — ^too much, in short, of a woman, 
not to become a ready dupe to the crafty manoeuvres of her 
new lover. 

He began by slightly exciting her jealousy of the absent 
Geiler; he^nded by fringing forward what she credulously 
believed to be assured proofs of the infidelity of her future 
busband. At liis next visit, she remonstrated with him in 
no measured tews ; shp QYcn v«ntwed to threaten ; and at 
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length returned to him, with indignation, all the little gifts 
of his affection ; and Wiihehn left Ronsdorf, swearing never 
to return. " 'Tis an old tale, and often told ;" and even in 
the highest walks of life I fear many a union might be traced 
to the same feelings of wounded pride, of jealous pique« 
which, within a month from his departure, urged the mar- 
riage of Gretchen with his rival ! 

While the marriage-garland was yet fresh upon her brow^ 
*Wilhelm, recalled by the report ol* her unexpected incon- 
stancy, returned to Ronsdorf. Yet even before his arrival — 
even on the very steps of the altar— a deep repentance had 
chilled the heart of his bride. " 1 do not love him- -I cannot 
love him," murmured she, with wild insanity, as she shrank 
from her artful bridegroom. " Wiihelni— earliest and best 
beloved — my mistaken and resentful pride hath achieved that 
which will break both our hearts." But the fatal vow was 
already pronounced, and she was left to the vengeance of 
that husband, to whom she had almost unconsciously avowed 
her aversion. She had another trial to undergo — to meet 
the furious glance, to listen to the reiterated imprecations of 
her outraged lover. " Live," he exclaimed, as she left the 
church — whose sacred ordinance she had profaned ; " live, 
woman, to curse, like me, the hour, the land of your birth — 
like me to see your best affections blighted, your hopes wi-* 
thered. Live, to see all that you love trampled in the dust — 
then, then— curse God, and die !" 

She heard no more — she heard not this sacrilegious vow 
to forsake his kindred, — to renounce his native village,-7ay, 
even his native country ; — and this time it was no peevish 
lover's oa!h. It was the solemn utterance of despair, and 
remained unbroken. He left Rpnsdorf, and was seen there 
no more. 

Must I describe the sufferings — the mental agony — the 
patient endurance — of the unhappy Gretchen ? The hourly 
trials of submission to a tyrannical and irritated master — 
of self-reproach-— of self-humiliation ! If she wandered 
from the most desolate of earthly dwellings, — the abode of 
beings joined in wedlock, but disunited in every feeling of 
the heart, — she failed not to cross the path of the deserted 
Geiler, whose childless old age was tottering unsolaced t9 
his grave. If she strove to busy herself witB domestic occu* 
pations, she met with angry rebukes ; or worse, witfi the 
taunts of a bitter irony in the face of her own hou9ehoM% 
16* 



174 TaS ABBEY OF tAACK. 

Time paased on— ^and a son was born to the Bufferer. She 
held in her arms a child, of whose father she thought with 
dready if not with abhorrence. But the newly awakened 
feeling of maternal tenderness prompted het to make a 
feeble attempt to subdue such sentiments ; and leading her 

r To fancy merit where she saw it not, 

induced her to fix lier refilings exclusively on herself; and 
to school her heart to the duty, if not to the fondne^, of a 
wife. But the repulsive and cruel scorn with which her 
cheerful efforts were received, witheied the flowers as they 
sprang. She turned, therefore, and not in vain — for future 
consolation to the infant who smiled on her knee, and to the 
Crod from whose bounty that precious gift was vouchsafed. 

The boy grew — grew in loveliness and intelligence ; and 
it is not in the power of words to speak the affection which 
bound together the mother and the child. To his father, on 
the contrary, he appeared at times an object of aversion. 
" Cunning in his cruelty," he had named him Wilhelm, anti- 
cipating the hourly torture which the repetition of that name 
would inflict upon his wife ; but it became a far deeper tor- 
ment to himself. Under other circumstances, Valentin 
might have become a domestic man, happy as a father and 
as a husband ^ but the secret consciousness of his own 
treachery, and of the misery which he had wantonly inflicted, 
irritated him to increasing moroseness, and at length to the 
most unbridled brutality. Hard words, yea, even hard blows, 
became the evidence of his malice against his forbearing 
wife — his beautiful child ; and, in the xhidst of plenty, even 
loaded with the luxuries of her station, the heart-worn 
Gretchen envied the swarthy partner of the ragged labourer 
who caressed his children at her gate. 

There is nothing which ripens a young heart into so 
painful a maturity as the continual contemplation of afllic- 
tion ; and it was the silent wretchedness of his mother, as 
well as her ceaseless and solicitous cara» which refined the 
intellect and demeanour of the little Wilhelm, and allured him 
from companionship with those of ^his own age, to become 
the consolation of her solitude. If a neighbour wished to 
reward his childish services, it was always with flowers or 
fruit for his mother ; and when the women of the village 
saw Gretchen led by her boj along tiio ri?ef side on her 
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lonely evening walk, they no longer uttered *< God help 
t^e !" as she passed ; — they felt Siat, verily, her patience 
had its reward. 

Of Geiler, in the mean time,«4io tidings had reached 
Ronsdorf. He came to be counted as among the dead f 
his father had wept his old age into the grave, and the next of 
kin only waited the expiration of the period decreed by kw 
to appropriate his inheritance. The mill stood still ; and 
the silence of its wheels, as well as the murmurs of the pea-'^ 
sants by whom its services were required, became a fresh 
reproach to the innocent cause of its idleness. 

Ten years had passed away since the birth of Wilhelm, 
when the breaking out of the French Revolution, which, 
like a mighty convulsion of nature, shed its influence over 
those remote countries where its causes were unknown, 
brought danger and dismay even into this obscure district. 
It is not here that I would enter into the motives of union 
which leagued the legitimate powers of Europe against the 
Dew and self-instituted government of*!F ranee ; it is enough 
to say, that the troops of the republic, under the command 
of the celebrated Hoche, were now advancing rapidly upon 
the Rhine. 

In the earliest commencement of the emigration which 
peopled the environs of Coblentz with tt)e elements of the 
royalist army, Valentin had enrolled himself in one of the 
local companies raised for temporary defence. Weary of 
his home, and unconnected with it, save by the vulgar ties 
of interest, he appeared to rejoice in having obtained a ready 
vent for his ferocity, — an object on which to wreak the 
Tenom which festered in his heart. According to a cele- 
brated definition, he was eminently qualified for a good 
patriot, for he was a good hater ; and he failed not to ac- 
quire such credit in his new appointment as raised him to 
rapid distinction. 

Gretchen attempted in vain to subdue the feelings of self- 
gratulation with which she saw him depart for the army* 
She prayed hourly and sincerely for his preservation ; but 
she sighed with a deep sensation of release from terror and 
grief, when she saw her little son sport, for the first time, 
amid his native fields, witiiout the dread of wanton chastise- 
ment. An unexpected trial awaited her. Some days after 
the departure of her husband, a young peasant who had 
accompanied binii and who wag reported to have fallei^ into 
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the hands of the eneinj, suddenly returned to Ronsdorf . 
He had a wonderful tale to relate. He had been condemned 
to death as a spy by Custine^ and rescued by the earnest 
interposition of a French officer of distinction, whose inter* 
est in his fate arose from the circumstance of their having 
been schoolmcUes in the game village. Need 1 say that this 
was Wilhelm Geiler ? 

On his abrupt departure from Ronsdorf, he had crossed 
the frontier, and entered into the service of France ; where 
his naturally strong abilities, his distinguished personal ad* 
dress, and the firm coolness of a despairing heart, had ena- 
bled him to profit by the disturbed position of society, and 
to rise rapidly to the rank of colonel, as well as to a high 
reputation and powerful influence among the officers of the 
Republican army. The report of these marvellous facts 
failed not to reach the solitary farm of Gretchen ; and it 
would be difficult to determine whether her sorrow were 
deeper on hearing tjiat she had armed a hero against her 
country, or in anticipating the probability of his approach. 
She resolved herself to question the rescued fugitive, and 
her forebodings were justified. 

Yes, the regiment commanded by Colonel Geiler was ap- 
pointed to lead the lefl wing of the army towards Weisse 
Thurm, where the passage of the Rhine was to be attempted ; 
and their route would necessarily bring them ^through the 
valley of Ronsdorf. She longed to ask further — to know 
whether she had been inquired for by the renegade. . The 
peasant, anticipating her feelings, added, " The French 
Colonel questioned me if you were yet alive ; he asked if 
you were happy. ^^ 

" And you told him — ?" replied Gretchen, attempting a 
melancholy smile. 

" I told him — pardon me, — that your cheeks were paler 
than when you used to wander together through the hazel cea- 
ses ; but that we of the village thought you wept more that the 
savageness of your husband should fall upon your boy, than 
for your own trouble." 

" And Geiler answered ?'* 

" He did not answer — he only smiled scornfully.** 

Here, then, was food for bitter reflection, for dreadful 
surmises ! He whom she had wept, had prayed for as among^ 
the dead, — he whose forgiveness she had invoked as a dis* 
embodied spirit, was about to appear to her il|^e fleafai and 
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to dispense his angry vengeance upon her and hers. She 
could not flatter herself that she was forgotten ; and worse 
—she knew, she felt, that in despite of prayer and penitence, 
in despite of time— of duty, of all tliat could be urged, she 
felt that she loved him still 1 But she had no time to lose 
in communing with her own mind. She checked the thou- 
sand bitter feelings that rose in her heart ; she strained her 
boy to her bosom ; then girding on her shoes to her feet, 
and taking him by the hand, she went her way from Rons- 
dorf. 

There was but one refuge .to which she could look with 
.any confidence. The brother of her father, her only surviv- 
ing kinsman, was a professed brother of the abbey of Laach ; 
and she feared not but that his interest would secure her a 
temporary asylum in that holy community ; which, such was 
still the trust in local sanctity, she doubted not would be 
held sacred, even by an invading enemy. Had she further 
questioned the villager from whom her information was de- 
rived, this belief would have been shaken ; for she might 
have learned that Valentin himself, and the troops under his 
command, were marching, on the earnest application of the 
brotherhood, to the defence of their rich possessions ; among 
which the plate of the sanctuary, and a gallery of splendid 
paintings, were alone sufficient to invite the rapacity of the 
spoiler. 

Gretchen and her boy had now more than half achieved 
their desperate enterprise ; but they had yet two leagues of 
country to traverse, and these were infested by military 
stragglers. They were also now oppressed by fatigue ; and 
it was the sense of these dangers, and a sudden and painful 
presentiment, which prompted the effusion of grief to which 
I have already alluded. It did not, however, endure so long 
as my recital ; the sense of immediate danger roused the 
unhappy mother. A sound of merriment reached the spot 
where she was lying ; and Wilhelm, cautiously surveying 
the country over the edge of the ravine, announced that a 
company of three or four soldiers, wearing the French uni- 
form, were ascending the opposite side of the hill ; and that 
in less than a quarter of an hour they might reach the spot 
on which she reposed. Gretchen looked around for suc- 
cour, to the earth-r-to heaven itself — and but one expedient 
occurred to her. 

" Cover jg^ with these brambles,'' whispered she to her 
boy, as she tore up large armsful that were matted along 
/ 
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the bottom of the channel,— the blood streaming the while 
from her lacerated arms ; " Cover me closely, Wilhelm, 
and lay yom^elf at length above me, as if asleep. But 
stay," continued she, preparing to coil herself under her 
-thorny cover; and taking out a knife from her bosom, she 
cut off one of the long braids of her hair ; then placing 
it in his vest, she whispered, " If I should fall into the hands 
of these ruffians, I should not long thereafter cumber the 
earth ; but let me hope to prove the only sacrifice. You, 
child of my love, when you see me fall, provoke not the 
miscreants by vain upbraidings ; but demand of them to 
conduct you, as prisoner, to Colonel Geiler, — it is a name 
which they fear and reverence ; — and when you are brought 
before him, give him that braid, and tell him it is wet with 
Gretchen's life-blood, who from the grave implores him to 
protect her child." 

One long, long kiss sealed the .mother's blessing, and a 
moment afterward she was concealed under the tangled 
bushes ; and Wilhelm, with his little body, lay resting above 
her, when the foremost of the soldiers, in attempting to leap 
from one bank to the other, scrambled into the ravine, a few 
feet from her hiding-place. The child, affecting to be roused 
by the noise, lifted his head, then turned to sleep again. A 
second now appeared, shouting to the rest of the party, in 
the tone and manner of a huntsman inciting his dogs to enter 
a taillis, 

" Hourrtty d moi thiau^ 

The others instantly clambered to his side ; " Mom qud 
gibier irouves-tu hi bas, mon braise .^" inquired one, jestingly, 

" A sleeping boy— a sorry prize !" retorted the first. 
" Rise," continued he, touching Wilhelm rudely with his 
foot. 

^* Jenele puvt ;" replied the boy in imperfect French, 
but unhesitatingly. " La f aim et lee fatigues fiCipuisentlee 
forces; passez voire chimin, camaradeSf et laissez-moi 
reposer.^^ 

^^Camarades! forsooth!" said the soldier; ** truly this 
unlicked cub of a Rhenish bear is the first who hath saluted 
me with the polite accents of * la nation' since I crossed the 
frontier. And what dost thou here, imp ?" 

Gretchen trembled for the reply. The strict habits of ve- 
racity in which she had educated her child, and his own 
frank and honourable temper, might prove fatal to her safetv. 
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" 1 go," replied Wilhelm, calmly, " on an urgent errand 
to an officer of your army." 

« His name ?" 

" ColonerGeiler." 

The soldiers exchanged significant looks. " And what 
seek you from him ? what are your claims ?" 

The boy paused a moment. *' I go to him in the name of 
my lost mother," said he, at length, the tears rising in his 
eyes as he spoke ; " she hath bequeathed me to his care." 

" Thou hadst better follow us, my gallant lad ; Geiler will 
give thee hard fare, and few holydays. He will make a good 
soldier of thee, His true ; but his discipline will be something 
of the sharpest for a dainty homebred youngling." 

"Ay, ay," muttered another, "bring the urchin with^is, 
he will make a prime dog of the scent for our forage." 

" Hush thy marauding jargon, and hear his reply." 

" I cannot be of your company, gentlemen, in good sooth," 
said the undaunted boy, " even if my mother's command 
weighed not upon me. I cannot proceed without some 
hours of repose. See," he continued, exhibiting his cut 
and. bleeding feet, " see what a burthen I should be to you, 
disabled as I am." 

" He saith truly," exclaimed one'of the party. " Come, 
let us leave him to snore away the afternoon, and proceed 
to yonder farm. The smoke rises invitingly over the arbeal 
trees, and proclaims a goodly mess of pottage within. Ay, 
and perhaps a flask of Asmannshausen to recruit us for the 
evening." 

" Well thought of, Jacquot," said the others ; " let us 
onwards ;" and pelting the inwardly-exulting child with the 
fraigments of his meal, they climbed over the fosse, and were 
soon at the foot of the hill ; as the chorus oi their song, 
becoming fainter and fainter in the distance, proclaimed t0 
the trembling Gretchen. As soon as all danger was de* 
cidedly past, the agitated boy became overwhelmed by the 
violence of the emotion he had hitherto controlled, and ho 
could only falter out, in reply to the fervent embraces of 
Gretchen, " My mother, — my dear— dear mother !" 

They now resumed their march ; and for one league they 
contrived to overcome their fatigue by mutual congratuIa< 
tions on their escape. But when they reached the summit 
of the Yeitsbergi and beheld the Abbey and Lake of 
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Laach lyiRgr far away at tbeir feet, the boy grew faint, and 
declared himself incapable of stirring another step. 

It was evening, and the calm blue lake gleaming beyond 
the avenue of poplars, reflected on its bosom the majestic 
abbey with its six towers, retiring among the stately woods ; 
yet thrown out in strong relief by their dark shadows. 
There, stood the sacred edifice in the purity of its dazzling 
whiteness, — ^lonely — ^lovely — apparently l>eyond the reach of 
the clamours of the world, and worshipping the God of 
nature in the beauty of holiness. * Gretchen stretched forth 
her hands towards the pile, as if for succour^; she seemed 
to imagine that the power of Him who is mighty id save, 
had descended upon his ministers. At this moment she 
fancied she discovered banners waving on a distant hill ; 
and ignorant of the bearing of the country, and of the re-* 
spective positions of the contending armies, she knew not 
whether the posts were held by friend or foe, or whether 
the scarcely discernible troops were advancing or retreating ; 
but she felt a double necessity for exertion, and lifting her 
fainting boy upon her shoulders, she hurried on, trembling 
beneath the load, till obliged to pause for breath. Again 
she proceeded, tiU the rested child was enabled to crawl by 
her side for a quarter of a league. But he was soon again 
overcome ; and she bore him once more at her back, till 
they reached the border of the lake. 

"We are saved! we are saved'" said Gretchen, falling 
on her knees, and carrying to her parched lips a mouthful 
of its welcome waten^ 

The bell of the abbey was tolling for vespers when she 
rung at the massive gateway. After eyeing her vigilantly 
through the grating, the aged porter, to whom she had be- 
come familiar in occasional visits of confession to her uncle, 
half opened the wicket, and kindly inquired her business. 

" What wouldst thou, Gretchen, traversing the country at 
this dangerous season?" 

" I seek for rest, — for shelter for myself and my child,'* 
she replied faintly. 

"Holy mother of Heaven!" exclaimed the porter; 
** knowest thou not that our order forbids the domiciliation 
of females ? that no woman must enter our abbey further 
than the chapel ?" 

" I know nothing,'" said Gretchen, despondingly, ** but 
that we are perishing for lack of rest and food. Look/' 
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continued 8he> throwing back the hair which her recent ex- 
ertions had brought like a floating veil over her face^. and 
displaying her fair countenance and arms defaced and 
bleeding from the wounds of the thorns. 

The porter on this appeal entered the inner court, and 
soon reappeared, conducting her venerable uncle. Father 
Peter, to whom she attempted to renew her supplication ; 
but even while his hand was extended in a blessing over her 
head, she rolled senseless at his feet. 

Many, many hours she passed in a state of insensibility* 
She was spared the discussions which arose as to the possi- 
bility of her admission ; — she was spared the painful know- 
ledge that Valentin and his troops were hourly and anxiously 
expected by the holy brotherhood ; and when she awoke she 
found herself lying on a mattress by the side of the high ahar 
of the church of Laach. It was the vigil of the Feast of the 
Assumption ; and notwithstanding the anxious uncertainty 
that oppressed the brethren, the church was splendidly 
lighted up, and filled with fumes of the incense forthecele-^ 
bration of the midnight mass. Wilhelm was kneeling by 
her side ; and as she woke to consciousness, the slow and 
measured volume of harmony which rolled along the aisles, 
losing itself in the arched roof, for a moment persuaded her 
that she had passed the weary boundaiy of mortality. — 
Gretchen ! — thou hast a trial of deeper suffering to undergo 
ere the reality of Heaven shall open upon thee ! 

While she was yet imperfectly recovered, a strange con- 
fusion — the sound of many voices interrupted by one of stern 
command, arose at the principal entrance of the church- 
She crept from her mattress, and leaning against the marble 
railing of the altar, she looked intently towards the portal. 
<< Fear nothing," proclaimed the voice in pure German ; 
^< fear nothing, holy father. I war not with the aged and 
infirm, nor with the ministers of the gospel of Christ. It is 
the expectation of other and more formidable opponents 
that has led us hither to-night. Either my information has 
failed me, or a detachment of the allied army will be here 
before daylight ; therefore, seeing that our entry and invest- 
ment of the abbey is fully effected before their arrival, it 
were well to place yourselves in security, while we prepare 
for our defence. Gentlemen and fellow-soldiers," continued 
the officer, turning to the troq)s, who now filled the chuidi 
in every direction, *« remember tfaaty as the representatively 
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and li^leflB idHom-^kxMMMaa, ReecAect,'* he ooodnmds 
lepmsing b^ the setentjr oT Ids tone the eoomfiil marmiiis 
that rose aimmd liniiy ** reotrflect tliat our cooqiiest is yet 
waamBred ; and that pillage and rapine aie imwoitfay ob- 
alaiides to our pCTfect success. But how is this T' be added/ 
adrancii^ lapidij up Ifae aisle; ''women and children 
amoog the holy brolhahood r 

The light him the illmninated aUar fell npm his brilliant 
and decorated uniform, as he stood graoelaDy leanii^ on his 
sword. Gf^bcben shrieked aloud, and hid her fiuse, for she 
knew in him the lost — the beloved of her heart. 

** Gretchen — ^onhappy giri," said he, in an altered voice, 
(^what seekest thon here V 

She answered by ejcclaiming aloud, hot almost uncon- 
sciously, ^ Did I leave my peaceful Ixxne to avdid him, bat 
to meet hhn here, and thus ?" 

• Geiler contemplated her pale and disfigured countenance 
in mournful silence, and at length faltered out, as if in reply 
to his own observations, " I bad heard of this, but I dreamed 
not of so total a wreck ! And this is thy chUd, Gretchen," 
he continued, in a low tone, laying his bagd tenderly on the 
head of Wilhelm ; " he is like thee, too--lik6 ^ee, Gretch^», 
such as thou wert of old." ^ y. 

The little Wilbelm, whose ear had cauglit some distant 
sound, and whose eye had been for some time steadfastly 
fixed on the windows of the church, now started from the 
pressure of Colonel Geiler's hand, shouting with enthusiasm^ 
<' On vicKt-^cn vietU ! — d has tes ennemU dela pairie /" 

His announcement was not permature. The troops of 
(be confederation unwilling to attack the detaebm^at under 
Geiler's command with the disadvantage of inferior numbers 
and far inferior appointments, in an open plain, had re- 
mained under the screen of the neighbouring woods since 
the evening ; and, assisted by their local knowledge, being 
mostly peasiuits of the country, they had watched the 
entrance and lodgement of his men, to pour upon them from 
ibeir ambuscade. The foremost to lead them on was 
Valentin : and his amazement on beholding from the win- 
do^y displayed by the brilliant light within, his enemy res^ 
cued from death, glorying in recent victory, and in commu- 
nion with the wife and child whom he had believed to be 
tranquilly sleeping at Ronsdorf^ irritated bim to madne^ 
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He was the first to force the entry, — to rush along the 
aisle ; and levelling his pistol at the head of Geiler, he 
fired! The aim of hatred and fury is seldom correctly 
taken ; and the bullet would have lodged in the body of his 
wife, had not her boy, foreseeing her danger, thrown his 
arms around her neck, — and received the charge in his 
heart. They fell together ; — the milie became general ;— 
the church was filled with the smoke of a himdred dis- 
charges of musketry ; — the opponents fought hand to hand, 
and Valentin was among the early slain. After a desperate 
carnage, the French remained masters of their post ; and 
drove the remnant of the assailants into the lake, or into the 
refuge of the adjoining woods. 

On thefollowing morning the bodies of the slain received 
such hasty burial as the temper of the times would permit. 
Two only were distinguished by the rites of sepulture in the 
blackened and defaced church of Laach ; — a woman and a 
child. . They were found side by side, his little hand entan- 
gled in her hair ; and the faces of both were stamped on 
and mutilated by the soldiers, who had trod and retrod over 
their bodies in the fight, without having been able to sepap 
rate the embrace in which they died. 
. I have stood in that desolate church, and marked the 
place of their interment ; and of all the outrages recorded 
by the bare walls and ruinous arcades of that stately abbey, 
the grave of Gretchea is to me the moot ailecting. 

The ruins of the sacred pile are carefully guarded from 
further defeature by the protection of the Russian govern* 
ment. 
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He died as erring man should die, 
Withoat display — without parade ! 

Btrow. 

Among the many wondrous things which use and habit 
C&able us to contemplate without surprise, none more strongly 
excite my admiration than the steady maintenance of social 
order in England, and the unswerving subordination of its 
moral world. The intemperance of a few starving frame- 
breakers, — the perpetration of an occasional burglary, — an 
ftlopement, — or a com riot, can scarcely be considered as 
arguments against the orderly regularity established among 
us ; shaming even that of the most highly-p<^iced of conti« 
nental countries. 

But in looking, and looking admiringly upon the existing 
order of things, in considering the goodly pile of civil and 
military organization which we have constructed to restrain 
the evil impulses of the land, let it not be forgotten that its 
<< polished comers," and buttresses of strength, have been 
cemented with human blood ; and that if " millions died that 
Caesar might be great,^' hundreds and thousands of lives 
have been also sacrificed, in order that we may sleep se- 
curely, hoard our glittering dross without dread of the mid- 
night robber, and find protection in the well-discipliiied ac- 
tivity of our armies against foreign invasion and civil tumult. 
Let us not overlook the tears that have been shed, the stem 
self-denial that hath been exerted, — when the sweet prero- 
gative of mercy became a dangerous temptation, — in order 
that our lives and properties might be secured from the 
«poiler, by the warning of public example ! 

Few things are more admirable than the resignation and 
sense of justice with which the rabble are accustomed to 
yield oj^ a culprit unto th« offended laws of his countrv. I 
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allude not to instances engross criminality. We know that 
the immutable code of Christian law has decreed that life 
shall be exacted for a life, that an eye shall be rendered for 
an eye ; and it affi>rds no striking instance of human humilit]| 
that these decrees of holiness are suffered to remain unim- 
peached. But with regard to the chastisement of crimes of 
mere mortal, or legal creation, — crimes of conventional im- 
agining, — crimes that have neither name nor reprobation 
among the canons of Christianity, however fatal to the in- 
terests of social order, — I confess that the patient acquies- 
cence of that class among which the malefactors commonly 
arise, appears to me little less than an instance of divine in- 
fluence and ordination. . 

I have been led into this train of reflection by the remem- 
brance of an occurrence which, some years ago, chanced in 
one of our southern colonies ; one which never recurs to my 
mind without rousing feelings of painful emotion, and which 
1 shall not refuse myself the melancholy pleasure of detail- 
ing. I feel that my inferences can do no mischief in the 
order of society to which they are addressed, and that my 
story may possibly touch the minds of those in whose handis 
are the powers of life and death. It may serve to soften the 
human heart ; but it will be too feebly told to rouse the re* 
bellious into mutiny, or the disaffected into an evil interpre- 
tation of my meaning. 

One sultry evening in August, an anxious groupe of civil 
and military employiswna collected in the chief square of a 
city of some importance among our Mediterranean posses*- 
sions. The day had been oppressive, and irritating from 
glare and moschettos; sufficiently so, indeed, to account for 
the hectic upon several cheeks among the little knot of dis>- 
putants, and for the angry inflection of their voices. During 
the whole morning, the chief square^ which formed a sort of 
parade before the government-house, had been ominously 
deserted ; save when some lazy Padre was seen deliberately 
tl^versing its scorching sand, in order to ascend the steps of 
some lofty portico, the palace of one of his chartered peni- 
tents ; or when, at an early hour, a bannered procession, 
with pyx and crosier, had directed itself towards the church 
of Santa Medarda from a convent in the suburbs. But al-^ 
though a sea breeze had already sprung up, and was gushii^g 
in freshening sportiveness across the square, — as if in mercy 
tQ the white stone walls which were basking under th^ fT9» 

16* 
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IcMBf ed glov of Ihe settiog sun^— aithough the scent of a 
tbousaAd cnraoge-blooms was bc»rne upon its wings, no idlers— 
mme at least of British seeraing-«-came forth to enjoy the 
irestoration of the ev^ung coolness ; until the littie party to 
vrhkh I have alluded, emerged from the poriico of the go- 
Ternment-hoase, and gathered itself round one of the field- 
pieces, which, more for ornament than defence, were planted 
along the esplanade. 

They had apparently left the dinner table of Sir Ralph 
Stanley at this untimely hour, in order to indulge in some 
discussion upon which his presence had be^i a restraint. 

<< I knew how it would end,'' observed one of the younger 
officers : <^ from the moment of his arrest-^nay, from the day 
of his enrolment in Majendie's company, I predicted some 
black conclusion. Frank Willis is too fioe-hearted a fellow 
to match with the adjutant. But you were on the court- 
martial, Vernon,— how did Frank stand his ground ? — how 
did the lad get through his defence ?" 

'^ He attempted none. The charge of having struck his 
superior officer was clearly substantiated, and was recorded 
with all the tedious precision of legal definition. Corporal 
Rutherford swore to having seen Willis disorderly on parade 
that very afternoon." 

<< But there was no witness who could speak to the prin- 
cipal charge ?" 

"Nonel" exclaimed Arthur Stanley, the governor's 
nephew, and youngest aid-de-camp. '* And Majendie gave 
his evidence in such a cursed, shuffling, apologetic style, that 
I was in hopes the court would have found Frank guilty only 
on the imnor counts. But old Kedjeree, my worshipful 
kinsman, after a cross examination which appeared to me. 
and indeed to most of our fellows, vexatiously persevering. 
called upon the prisoner for his defence." 

^^ You have not told us how Willis bore up against the 
evidence. Did he seem cast down when it went hard against 
him?" 

" I never beheld a firmer demeanour. If the fellow had. 
been carved out of the rock on which we are standing, he 
could not have shown a more stern and resolute countenance. 
There was not a variation of colour upon his cheek, nor a 
glance of passion in his ey6, even when that red-headed Judas. 
'OUT worthy adjutant — ^who, by the way, could not conceal 
his trepidation even by ti^ deliberate drawl ia which h« was 



nvfUAmvAtioaf. 197 

pleased to drcHie out hm declaration — swore to a thousand 
facts of general and particular insubordination in Willis's 
conduct. There was not so much as a start of surprise .or 
indignation to be detected." 

'' And when he was called upon for his defence ?" 

<< He replied that he had none to make ; and in a voice as 
clear and deep as a nightcall at sea. The general, however, 
appeared to consider this answer as a mere ebullition of 
temper, for he reiterated the demand in an angry voice." 

" Ay r* said young Stanley, *♦ and then there arose such 
a murmur in the court as brought all the hot blood into 
Kedjeree's blessed Cayenne countenance. * Speak your 
provocation, Willis I' cried one voice. * Show up the 
ruffian !' shouted another. * Be not butchered in cold 
blood !' — < Show the general the sabre cut you got at St. 
Sebastian, covering his son in the breach.' Till the old 
gentleman, moved only to greater fury by this contempt of 
order, commanded the court to be cleared, and that in no 
holyday tone." 

"The evidence was briefly recapitulated," continued 
Yemon ; " and, after a short consultation, sentence of death 
was recorded." 

"By Heavens!" exclaimed Arthur Stanley, "I would 
rather have heard the opening of an enemy's battery rattling 
round my ears than my uncle's grave sonorous voice, as he 
addressed the prisoner. I did not think so much true dignity 
lay hid under his every-day slouch ; nor that he was capably 
of the deep emotion which thrilled through his words at the 
close of his charge. He could not fix his eye upon poor 
Willises fine manly figure as he pronounced that one horrible 
concluding word, and whiib he spoke, there was not a sound 
stirring in the crowded court, except the hard breathing of 
one or two of our youngsters. — I know that my own heart 
swelled till it choked me." 

" There is not a smarter soldier than Willis in our ranks," 
observed one of the subalterns, after a pause. " He seems 
to belong, by divine right, to the regiment ; for he was born 
in a retreat in India, in Blackshaw's time ; and his father^ 
who was Sergeant-major, was left behind to scoop a grave in 
the sand for his wife. I remember hearing several of our 
old India fellows relate, when I joined, how Frank was 
swsith^d in a wallet, and tossed into a baggage wa^n. 
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witii little or no care from the women, who were busy with 
the sick and wounded/' 

<* Frank Willis served us through the^ Peninsula/' ob- 
sirved another ; " and he has the Waterloo medal." 

<< What think you, Vernon ? is there no hope for him?" 
inquired another of the groupe. ** It is revolting, by God ! 
to see a fine fellow cut off under such circumstances ; foj: 
although Willis scorned to bring forward the name of his 
young wife in his defence, yet not a man in the regiment 
doubts under what irritation the assault was committed. 
Majendie's character is so well known, and his admiration of 
Bessy Willis was apparent even to ourselves." * 

<< Most true,' ' replied Vernon. '< But old Stanley, — ^saving 
Arthur's presence, — ^is a martinet in points of discipline ; 
and, to say the truth, I believe pardon, in such a case, woul4 
be altogether unprecedented/' 

<< Id hasy Van peut toui ce qu*on veut, quand on veut ce 
que Von doit vouloirj** 

<* Not in a garrison, Arthur ; as you will one day find tp 
your cost. But that is not the point. If any thing can be 
done to save Willis, or to mitigate his punishment, his pre- 
vious ties upon us, and his manly firmness, demand every 
eHTort at our hands. Sir Ralph owes me some kindness," 
pontinued Vernon, lowering his voice, "as the surviving 
friend of his only son — as the receiver of his last breath ; 
and you, Arthur! who provoke your uncle's reprimands 
and curses from morning till night, can little imagine with 
what indulgent tenderness he doted upon poor Edward/' 

Arthur Stanley drew near to listen. 

<> Yourself, Arthur, as his nephew and heir, can pretend 
to some claim upon the general's consideration. We have 
given him time for his hookah ; let us go back together, and say 
what we can in furtherance of this petition which bears the 
signatures of half the garrison, and ail the regiment ; — ^nay, 
even Majendie's, — who, I believe, would give his right band 
for liberty to withdraw the charge." 

" Go, and Heaven speed you!" exclaimed every officer 
present. " We will wait here to learn the result." 

Sir Ralph Stanley listened with gentlemanly forbearance 
fo the succinct relation made by Major Vernon of the ser- 
vices and good conduct of the condemned soldier ; of hijs 
claims, by birthright, upon the good will of the regiment^ 
and, by individual service, upon that of its commandantt He 
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entered into the affair at length, or, as Artiiur thought, at 
great length ; prefacing his remarks by a handsome ac- 
knowledgment to the friend of his deceased son, and to that 
beloved son's unfortunate preserver. 

" Most willingly," said he, " would I accede to the 
wishes of the corps ; and the more so, as having been ex- 
pressed through a medium honourable to their choice, and 
interesting to myself, as that of Major Vernon. But a su- 
perior duty commands me to close my feelings agaiftst such 
an appeal. The interests of the service. Sir, require that 
so gross a breach of discipline should be met by the utmost 
rigour of martial law ; and the public mind must not be mis- 
led by the influence of private predilection. In short, Ver- 
non, with due deference to your representations, and to 
Arthur Stanley's — who knows as much of the importance 
of what he asks, as if it were the life of a pointer puppy, — I 
feel that I should very seriously commit myself by any show 
of leniency in an affair so important to the maintenance of 
military discipline." 

Major Vernon — an old staff officer — was too well initiated 
into the mysteries of official replies to be staggered by this 
rebut. He only seemed to consider it as a signal for a 
patient recommencement of his narration ; and for a still 
more earnest declaration of the warm interest which Willis's 
smartness, and courage, and honourable feeling as a man 
and a soldier, had roused in his favour throughout the gar- 
rison. 

" I know of no instance," added he, " in which an act of 
clemency would be more popular." 

But General Stanley was inflexible, and sternly, although 
not harshly, proof against all expostulation. 

" My good friend," he replied, " you have to deal with an 
old soldier, — one with whom such qualities as you describe 
hold more than sufficient influence. Judge then what it 
must cost him to persevere in the execution of his publio 
duty in such a case ; and do not add to the vexations which 
harass and afflict him to-night, by unavailing solicitations. 
Captain Stanley will also have the grace to abstain from 
those shrugs of contempt and distrust; for I am per- 
fectly sincere in speaking of my professional duty on 
this occasion as most unsatisfactory and painful. To 
be short, Vernon, the thing is impossible. — Willis must 
die ! — his last sun hath set ; and; before God ! — I doubt 
whether it will ever shine upon a finer fellow I" 



190 / BVwaamiAXioy* 

The old soldier walked to the other side of the chamber 
to recover his vmce ; but notwithstanding his emotion, Ver- 
non was satisfied of the ill success of his suit. He ventured, 
however^ to glance at some circumstances of elucidation 
respecting the adjutant, on whose behalf and accusation 
Willis was sentenced to sutTer, and the lovely young bride 
of the condemned soldier, which staggered, although they 
could not conquer, the resolution of the stanch old go- 
vernor. Upon his ardent nephew, however, the mere reca- 
pitulation of that which he already knew had a far more pow- 
erful influence. 

" You cannot hope. Sir," said he to Sir Ralph, with little 
ceremony, <* to have one peaceful hour of rest, ailer persist- 
ing in your severity towards a brave man like Willis, in 
consideration of the rascally and unsupported testimony of 
that sneaking, shirking dog, Majendie. If Vernon's suppo- 
sitions are just, I only wonder, by God ! that Frank has not 
been condemned to death for cleaving the ruffian to the 
earth, rather than for repulsing him by a paltry thrust of 
his arm !" 

"I was not aware. Captain Stanley, of having referred 
the case to your sapient judgment ; but when your boyish 
intemperance will permit you to listen, — know, Sir, that a 
soldier can sleep as freely after the conscientious discharge 
of a civil duty, as he can when the cause of his country has 
imbrued his hands in the blood of his fellow-creatures. In 
either case, he is but an instrument in the hands of a higher 
intelligence. I am myself, Arthur, but the servant of the 
public and of the law ; — but I will not shape my doings 
according to your, or any other enthusiast's, vague opinion. 
Be they judged between myself, my country, and my Maker ! 
— And now, Vernon, good night," added he, kindly taking 
the hand of the major ; ^< forgive my apparent ungracious ^ 
ness, and believe that I equally appreciate yo^r rights upon 
my indulgence, and your forbearance and delicacy in using 
them. And if it be any pleasure to you^ Arthur Stanley. 
assure yourself that my sympathy in poor Willis's fate is, at 
least, as keen as your own." 

The veteran retired as he spoke ; but, thanks to gout and 
grape-shot wounds, not so actively as to escape hearing the 
graceless comments of his nephew. " Go thy ways, thou 
heart of bowstring and bend-leather ! go doze in thine easy 
chair, thou incorrigible slave of form and prejudice ; who 
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Wouldst sacrifice one of the noblest of God's creatures to a 
mere automaton, moving only under the impulse of bad 
passions and evil thoughts.'' 

" What success ?" exclaimed twenty voices, as they re^ 
gained their expectant companions. 

Vernon shook his head. " Inexorable !" replied Arthur j 
doggedly. " Nothing now remains for Frank Willis but to 
die — and he wUl die— like a man." 
The roll of the evening drum warning the men to their quar- 
ters, and the closing light around them, acted as signals of dis- 
persion to the dispirited party. Those officers whose duty 
compelled them to pass the gates of the citadel observed that 
the challenge of the sentinel was spoken in a hoarse voice ; 
— those who regained the barracks, noticed that the men 
were gathered together in groupes of four or five, throughout 
the several, quadrangles ; some In silent concern, but still 
more engaged in anxious discourse with low and unassured 
voices. Not a sound of merriment could be detected in that 
usually mirthful and tumultuous region. — ^No fragment of 
an English ditty — ^no whistled cadence of the songs of home 
burst from the half-closed casements of the soldiers^ rooms. 
The women called not aloud to their children in their ordi* 
nary vociferation of motherly tenderness, — they " hushed as 
they rebufcSd," or caught up the unofiending imps into their 
arms, with an affectation of chiding and remonstrance, in 
order to conceal the tears that quivered in their owii swol- 
len eyes. 

One chamber of that many»^windowed fagade had been 
closed throughout the day ; and the grassy plot it overlooked 
was even more sadly silent thaathe rest of the barrack yard ; 
and many a pitying look was sent up to those desolate case- 
ments, and many an adjuration of '^ God help her !" directed 
towards them. It was that of Bessy WiUis, whose numbered 
hours were passing rapidly away in the deathliness of utter 
despair. God was indeed willing to help her — he was 
tUking her to himself! 

Conscious that the feeble condition of his wife would 
secure him from the bitter agony of an earthly parting — 
ajince weakness bound her to a dying bed — Willis was the 
better enabled to keep up the show of manly firmness 
' which, from the first moment of his arrest, had distinguished 
his deportment. But h§ had never deceived himself with 
regard to hb desUnj. A ^Idier's 8on-*almost a soldier 
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bom — he was keenly alive to the fitting strictness of mUi- 
taiy discipline ; and so little had he looked for mercy, so 
ill'^xchanged would he have considered the doom of ho- 
nourable death for one of stripes or imprisonm^it, that he 
had never striven to awake among his judges a sense of the 
consideration due to his services, nor the slightest degree of 
personal interest ; nay, so firm was his persuasion of the 
immutability of his sentence, that, with a delicacy worthy a 
better object, he had even forborne to connect the outrage 
for which he .was to suffisr, with some grievous perscmal de- 
tails of insult and injury. 

And he was to die ! — The heavy irons upon his limbs — ^tfae 
heavier bars of bis prison windows, through which the slant- 
ing red eyening sunbeams had found their way to dance 
and quiver, as if in derision, upon the opposite wall of his 
cell— the straw which rustled beneath him as he threw himself 
down, exhausted, though not despairing, on his return from 
condemnation— all conspired to remind him that the last sands 
of his degraded existence were dropping, grain by grain ; 
and that a death of shame awaited bun on the morrow ! He 
might have died in happier times ; — he might have perished 
in the struggle of a battle-field, — for he had seen many such, 
— and '^ honour and he filled up one monument !" But 
liad such been his fortune, he had not returned triumphant 
to that beloved England, in whose most sequestered hamlet 
lie had won the hand of Bessy from the reluctant father 
unto whom he had sworn to love and to protect her ; — a 
promise but too fatally fulled 1 The prisoner groaned 
heavily as these images called back to his mind the wife of 
his bosom; and the young boy which had blessed their mu- 
tual afiection ; but, as he sought to bury his head in the 
straw, a compassionate voice warned him that he was not 
alone. 

He roused himself to inquire who stood beside him amid 
the gathering darkness. << It is I, Willis," replied the gentle 
voice of Vernon. " It is your old master, who would fain 
exchange a few parting and friendly words with you." 

"Your honour is very considerate," answered Willis, 
attempting to gain his legs. <* You have been ever so to 
mCf Major Vernon ; and things would have gone better with 
me if I had heeded your reproofs of my fiery spirit." 

«* Sit down, Frank, sit down," M.id Vernon, forcing him 
Jwick to his straw. " You have"i^»of rest." 
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*' Not so, Sir," answered Willia, affecting a more cheerful 
voice. " My rest to-morrow will forestal your own ; and 
when the dial shadow of the bastions falls upon noon, Frank's 
head will be lying among sle,epersy as heavy as any we left 
at Quatre Bras/' 

Vernon did not rebuke this lightness of speecb, but he 
damped it by the tone of his reply. ** lam come, Frank, to 
inquire whether you have any commands to leave, which a 
friend may execute. Having never deluded you with hopes 
of mercy, I have the less reluctance in announcing to you 
that even your most sanguine friends have ceased to cherish 
them. Willis,— you must die to-morrow." 

" I have never thought otherwise, Major ; and I have there- 
fore prepared myself to seek from my Great Maker, that 
clemency which my fellow-men withhold." 

"I trust you have neglected no means of reconciliation, 
which our Holy Church dfords to such as die in hope ; — that 
you have no malice still rankling in your heart against your 
accuser!" 

" Nonq ! — Major Vernon ; — none, as I trust in the good- 
ness of God. I have need to be thankful — humbly thankful 
— that my resentment against the ruffian who has sacrificed 
me did not betray my hand into the sin of murder, when 
my indignant spirit was* at its height ; but now I can de- 
clare that, from the bottom of my soul, I forgive Captain 
Majendie that which I fear he will scarcely learn to forgive 
himself. And indeed, Sir, if I might presume to express a 
dying request to the gentlemen of the regiment who havife 
so kindly interested themselves in my favour, it would be that, 
they should forbear from marking by their ccmduct towards 
that self-condemned man, their senee of my injuries." 

Vernon, instead of granting the pledge required by the 
generous victim, demanded, in a very low tone, whether he 
had any message to send to the poor suffering creature h« 
was about to leave to the tender mercies of a wide and 
selfisli world. 

" Tell my poor girl," faltered the soldier, — ^^ the best and 
truest of wives, — that I should grieve more in shutting my 
eyes upon a world which deals, as you say, but harshly with 
the poor, were I not persuaded that we shall soon be united 
in a more equal country ! And after all. Sir, what avail 
the tears that we drop over a grave^ — ^what avail those which 
we shed on the brink of that which is about to cover us ? 

Vol. n.— 17 
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Short will be the longest 8eparation-*a brief moment in tbe 
endless day of the universe ; — and in a few years, all alike 
will mingle in the dust. You, Major Vernon, if I may embol- 
den myself to make the request, you will see that Bessy and 
the boy are decently sent home to her old father ; and that 
he is told how truly she formed to his last hour, the blessing 
of an honest heartf--of the husband who died in her defence.'' 

« God of Heaven I is it then true that—" 

** No more. Sir, on that head ; — ^my spirit, thank God ! is 
tranquil now ! Ay ! — Bessy^s father wavered long ere he 
would give his darling to a soldier — ^yet he little dreamed 
thai soldier would make an ignominious end." 

At this moment, the entrance of the jailer, preceding a 
figure wrapped in a military cloak, interrupted the course of 
his comfortless reflections. 

" This is a late hour for visiters, — ^who have we here ?" 
said the deep voice of Sir Ralph, approaching the prisoner, 

" A friend, dear Sir !" replied Major Vernon, anxiously 
referring the governor's untimely visit to some motive ctf 
mercy. 

" Willis !" exclaimed Sir Ralph, addressing the fluttered 
soldier, who stood erect before him as if still engaged in the 
execution of military duty, "I have too intimate a know- 
ledge of the heart of a good soldier to believe that you enter- 
tain any ill-will towards me for the part you have obliged me 
to act in your condemnation. But since you needs must 
die — part we friends ! Give me your hand, Frank Willis, — 
my son's preserver, — my brave son's, — who is with God !— 
.Give me your hand, boy ; and remember that your wife and 
infant from this hour become my children." 

" One of them will not, I trust, tarry long from the shelter 
of her Heavenly Father," answered the gratified Willis, 
pressing the venerable hand so cordially extended towards 
him. " And -His blessing be with you, General, for your 
kind will towards the orphan. Make him a good soldier, 
Sir, if it please you ; unless you think that the blight of hi? 
father's name will be upon him. — But no !" exclaimed he, 
proudly collecting himself ; " in spite of one erring act, 
Frank Willis's life is free from reproach." 

" We know it— we acknowledge it," replied Sir Ralph 
and Vernon, at the same moment. "Take no thought. for 
the hoy ; but tell us what we can further do to favour your 
comfort ; and first," said the general, touching Frank's fet«- 
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ters with his foot, and recalling the jailer, '^ first let us dis- 
pense with these ; we know, and will be responsible for 
our man." 

As the sledge hammer was instantly applied for his relief, 
Willis appeared to shrink back in pain. ** What is it V^ 
inquired Vernon of the jailer, who exhibited unequivocal 
symptoms of sympathy with his prisoner, now that he found 
them sanctioned by his betters. 

^^ The ircms have galled an old wound," replied the man. 
And Vernon remembered that the bone had been shattered 
by a musket ball in the afi^ir at St. Sebastian's, during Wil- 
lis's active defence of his friend, Edward Stanley. The 
looks of all present showed their concern. 

^' General !" said Frank, approaching his former com- 
mander with a manly plainness, inspired by the knowledge 
that all earthly distinctions between them were soon to end, 
** do not distress yourself about me, when I am gone. The 
good o£ the service required an example — ^youhave given it. 
Your own generous nature suggested a redeeming show of 
mercy — you have given it, Sir^ and where it has not been un- 
felt ; for I die comforted — proudf if I may say so— knowing 
that my child will not be fatherless, nor my poor widow un<- 
friended and desolate. Farewell, gentlemen!" continued 
Willis, perceiving that even the sternest of his auditors was 
deeply touched ; " Do not prolong your sorrow for one whom 
the world declares unworthy of it. Father O'Halloran will 
not leave me to-night, nor — nor to-morrow.^* 

^^ FarewelU Frank, and God be with you !" said botii 
officers, solemnly, as they left the cell ; and old Stanley was 
fain to accept the arm of his aid-decamp, as they wound to- 
gether through the intricate stone passages. Between the 
prison door, and the garden postern of thegovemment-hojusej 
there was not one syllable exchanged between them. 

The morning gun boomed heavily over the harbour, as the 
dull gray dawn broke over the waves ; and many, or most of 
those who were awakened by the sound, turned sickening 
away, ^' as if they loathed that light." But the whole gar* 
risen was soon astir for parade, for the horrible ceremony by 
which it was to be succeeded ; and the hollow roll of a muf« 
fled drum was heard at intervals as a sad prelude to the dark 
array of death. Thrice did the distinguished regiment to 
which Willis had belonged— ^assembled by the ordinary and 
now revolting delay of the muster-ioU-^marcfa round the 
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parade ; the Iong» deep drawn notes of the trumpet prolonging 
the foneral march by which their st^)s were measured. It 
ceased ; and a solitary human voice was heard reciting the 
service of burial for the dead ; a solitary human voice, which 
pierced into the inmost recesses of the heart to which it was 
addressed ; which, animated as it was with the pitMidest 
instincts, and the most generous impulses, was about to M\ 
into the dark stagnation of the grave. The felling of a lofty 
tree is a subject of interest and sympathy with the standeiRs- 
by ; but to mark the cutting off ^ a vigorous human frame — 
the death-wound of a warm human heart-^is almost too trying 
a duty. 

Uncovered and alone, in the full uniform of hiseorps, but 
with his hands bound behind him, Willis followed the 
minister; preceded by a detachment of the regiment in 
whose ranks he had so often rushed on to victory. Me rushed 
not forwards now ; his step was slow, measured, resolute ; — 
his face steni but pale, like that of one to whom the encounter 
of death is familiar, but appalling. 

Yet although many a heart beat quick among the crowds 
assembled to look upon, and be admonished by a deed of 
death, — that of Willis kept temperate time ; — ^although many 
lips were compressed in agony at the solemn spectacle of 
deliberate bloodshed, Frank's were gently parted, as if to 
inhale the last sweet breath of earth ;-<-although many eyes 
were earnestly strained, as if to 'save the big drops from 
falling, in shame to their manhood, — those of the victim 
were alternately bent in good-will upon his former comrades : 
or humbly Med towards that sky which he trusted was not 
unmindful of his penitence. 

The ceremony was nearly at an end. Major Vernon, 
accidentally in command of the regiment, gave contradic- 
tory orders, seemed harassed and perplexed, and for the 
first time, on duty, lost his self-possession. The young 
officer at the head of Majendie's company, whom Crenersd 
Stanley had considerately despatched to an outpost on the 
coast, turned deadly faint, and could scarcely persist in bis 
duty. The most unearthly stillness pervaded the whole 
scene ; and even the spectators assembled by curiosity to 
witness the execution, were breathless from emotion. 

Yet not a murmur rose from that vast multitude ! — ^not a 
disapproving word was spoken; — and the very victim gazed 
irith manly firmness upon &e last receptacle — Us e^n 
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which was borae before him by four of his comrades ; listen- 
ing the while in patience to those heavenly promises which 
imparted peace and joy to his dying hour. Altogether^ the 
disciplined steadiness of the troops afforded a remarkable 
contrast with the uncontrollable feeling^ of indignation 
rankling within their hearts. 

But Uie last sentence of Christian' exhortation had been 
breathed, the word oi command was hoarsely given ; — a 
light-infantry company, that to which Willis belonged, — 
wheeled round, and, in another second, the solitary, blind- 
folded figure, which stood as proudly erect to receive the 
fire of his own familiar friends as if it had been that of the 
enemy, started with a bound from the earth, and fell lifeless 
and quivering upon the sand. A loud simultaneous discharge 
appeared to cleave the air. 

In less than an hour from that time, the regiment marched 
back into the barrack-yard ; the band playing a lively mar- 
tial air. The women wrang their hands at the sound, for 
they thought of Bessy ; but there was no cause for their 
compassionate anxiety. 

In reply to Sir Ralph Stanley's cordial inquiries after 
the poor, bereaved creature, he learned that she had waxed 
fainter and fainter throughout the night; until she had 
lacked strength even to wipe away the cold dews from her 
forehead. When the morning drums sounded, Arthur 
Stanley, unable longer to repress lus desire of supporting 
her in her hour of trial, and of marking his opinions con-^ 
cerning the punishment of the day, conducted the compas- 
sionate wife of a brother-officer ipto her darkened chamber ; 
and both were tenderly bent upon exhorting and comforting 
her afflicted heart. 

There was just light enough admitted into the room to 
enable the intruders to see the cautionary fingers of the 
women who watched the sufferer, lifted to their lips in token 
that she was sleeping. But those who were come to minis- 
ter to her sorrow looked upon the fair waxen hands extend- 
ed on the coverlid, and knew that her repose was fast — ^be- 
yond eartlily disturbance. Yes I she was indeed dead ;— » 
but so recently, that the unconscious infant still lay nestling 
in her bosom. The earliest summons to military duty, tlio 
first morning drum, had been her signal of release ; and ere 
it soimded again she was laid by the side of her soldier in a 
common grave* 

17* 



THE DESERTED HOUSE. 



On a gloomy afterno<Mi of a day in the last autumn, I 
was walking through the lonely streets of a fortified town in 
the north of France, enjoying the balmy stillness of the sun- 
shine, and the tranquil seclusion that fails not to digniiy the 
quartier noble of a city unmolested by the din of mechani- 
cal industry, and unpolluted by the filth of a manufacturing 
population. The sources, however, of its pride and repose^ 
are commonly the foundation of a certain air of decay — of 
past greajtness and falling fortunes. The baronial escut- 
cheons that marked .the entrances to the stately portesz 
cocheres were, after all, but the badges of poverty, and 
poverty of the worst description — proud, idle, ignorant 
poverty! — ^and the tattered tapestry which garnished the 
gilded walls within, might have been happily displaced by 
some more plebeian, but more modern fabric. 

. The street in which these reflections occurred to my mind^ 
was unenlivened by a single magazin ; for the sagacious 
marchands of the town, felt that their gay wares would be 
hard to dispose of, among so many proud but poor neigh- 
bours ; and for the same reason the merry cry of the itine- 
rant dealer disturbed not its gloomy solemnity. It was long^ 
narrow, and overshaded by the vast height of the old- 
fashioned hotels that rose on eitlier side : on one, opening 
upwards to the rampart of the town ; on the other, over- 
looking interior gardens, apportioned by walls to its several 
mansions. Of these, the greater part appeared uninhabited : 
for the French provincial families of distinction migrate as 
regularly to their adjacent campagnes, during the summer 
months, as though their winter season were passed in the 
dissipation of Paris ; leaving the country towns for the ha- 
bitation of the clasae bourgeoise. But the old and iq^ect- 
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able manBions before me, although sufficiently dull and dingy 
in aspect, appeared cheerful and modem in comparison with 
one among their number ; one, almost a palace in extent, 
which receded from the street to the rear of a vast paved 
court, surrounded by an antique iron grille, of curious 
workmanship. The pediment of the extensive facade 
bore the date 1649, as well as a stately show of armorial 
bearings ; and its ponderous window-shutters were not only 
closed, but, from the ancient cobwebs overspreading their 
rusty hinges, appeared to have forgotten their original voca- 
tion. The flight of massive steps ascending to the portico 
was rank with weeds ; and the court-yard itself exhibited 
about as fair a show of vegetation, as a child's idea of Stony 
Arabia. 

But in spite of all this evidence of decay and desolation, 
there was a silent dignity about tlie old pile that claimed 
consideration ; and even without the coronet which sur- 
mounted its emblazonments, Vair noble bespoke respect for 
its present degradation. 

After minutely examining and moralizing over these pre- 
tensions, I passed, and went my way ; but scarcely bad I 
reached the end of the street, before a recollection of the 
singular elegance of the metal scroll ornamenting the bal- 
conies, induced me to retrace my steps, in order to sketch 
the design in my pocket-book. The rich yet graceful light- 
ness of the ancient iron- work, both in France and England , 
might lead one to suppose that this art, like that of glass- 
staining, has borrowed little fr,om the discoveries of modern 
science ; and while I was cogitating over the causes of this 
stagnation, I strove to bear away with my pencil some re- 
cord of the deserted mansion before me. 

On raising my eyes from my employment, I perceived I 
had excited the attention of a grave-looking old man, whose 
appearance conveyed so strongly the impression of his hav- 
ing outlived more prosperous days, that I could not fail to 
recognise him as part and parcel of the ruinous hotel. As 
such, I respectfully saluted him ; and was rewarded by a 
bow, whose profoundness could not conceal an expression of 
mistrust and dissatisfaction. Willing to overlook the latter, 
and to efface, if possible, the. former sentiment, I strove to 
interest him, while be deliberately unlocked the gate, by 
officious remarks on the state of the weather, mingled with 
flattering aomments upon the work on which I was intent. 



200 TRB DS8XHTED HOVSC, 

*<Yes,'* he replied, with an air of cold inaccessibility, 
^* the griUe was certainly magn^que — ^and he had the ho- 
nour to wish me a good ahemoon.'* 

1 attempted to detain him by some further flatteries ; 
when, my heraldic foible coming fortunately to my assistance, 
my notice of the family arms enabled me to appropriate the 
mansion to its true inheritor, and to mark my knowledge of 
the high antiquity of his hereditary honours. The old man 
imme^ately removed his cocked^hat with some show of 
courtesy ; and his frozen feelings literally thawed to the 
point of inviting me to enter the court-yard, and to seat my- 
self on one of its stone benches, in order to perfect my 
drawing with greater precision, 

This was at least a first step towards conquest ; for al» 
ready an ardent desire to enter the forbidden mansion had 
taken possession of my fancy, and I not only accepted his 
proposal, but laboured to ingratiate myself still farther in 
his good opinion^ while he stood patiently, enfactumj by the 
side of the dangerous intruder whom his indulgence had in- 
troduced within the mysterious precincts. 

Subjects of common interest were not wanting between 
us. A member of the family of St. Aldegonde had become 
known to my own, during that period in which Great Bri- 
tain became the refuge and abiding place of the fugitive 
nobles of France. He had even died in emigration ; and I 
could tell of his sufferings — his release — his place of sepul- 
ture. Much of my information had probably already reach- 
ed the old family servitor, who stood uncovered to mark his 
reverence towards the subject of my narration. But, in the 
monotonous seclusion of his existence, in his utter removal 
I'rom the usages and interests, of the living world, even these 
f*xhausted details were precious to his circumscribed powers 
of sympathy. 

He told me, in return for my intelligence, that he and his 
wife were the sole occupants of the ruinous hotel ; which the 
family of St. Aldegonde had never inhabited since the Revo- 
lution. They had chdteaux^ he said, in Touraine and Anjou. 
which they preferred to this northern climate. 

*< You must feel very lonely," 1 observed, " in that spacious 
mansion-house, during the long winters.** 

** L'kabitude fait tout.'' 
But you leave it occasionally V 

*• Que voukxrvous.^ DepuU ai longtemps nou9 iabitan^ 
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eeite maiion qiie nous h'avons gueres d'aittrea ohjets dHntSrit 
au'monde. D^aUleurs, c^est pour le service de no» maitres.^' 

" Ces mattres'-^ofus les paraissez chirirwoec wne fidiliti 
raredeces jimrs-d?^^ 

*^ Hilas ! out — mais Us ont iprauv^s tant de malheurs /'* 

<' Lc CheccUier qui est mort en emigration itoit, je croist 
JUs unique ^" 

The old man crossed himself, and replied, evasively, ** // 
est vrai que depuis sa mort la maison de St. Aldegonde reste 
sans heriiier.^^ 

My work v^as now concluded : but long bef<H-e the last 
stroke of my pencil, a sort of intimacy was established be- 
tween us ; and with very little remaining appearance of sus- 
picion and hesitation, the old domestic offered to show me a 
balcony overhanging the garden of the house, which he 
described as far superior in design to those in front. Too 
discreet to exult openly in my victory, I accepted his proposal 
with an air of nancialance; and carelessly following hia slow 
steps to the great door, I heard its weighty hinges croak with 
the hoarseness of a raven, to greet my entry. 

The hall was spacious, and floored with chequered marble ; 
and its stagnant air struck chill and damp upon the oppressed 
respiration. It seemed to open into various apartments by 
lofty doors ; and he led me across its vast extent with 
creeping steps, that appeared to dread their own hollow 
echo ; till, having opened the garden entrance with no small 
effort, we passed on, and, to my infinite surprise, he locked 
it carefully behind us. 

That garden^-that deserted garden — ^how deliciously did 
its desolate sweetness burst upon my senses, as I stood con- 
templating its tangled alleys, on emerging from the mouldy 
darkness of the old hall ! f verily believe mine was the first 
foot that had fallen upon its overgrown gravel for a score of 
years ! It had been unwatered save by the rain of heaven ; 
it had been untouched, dave by that hand which directs << all 
seasons, and their change !'' The leaves had put on their 
greenness with reviving springs, and had dropped to the 
earth with each returning autumn ; and the trees had stretched 
forth their huge unpruned branches, until they creaked 
against the stone walls of the mansion that resisted their 
further encroachment. The torrent of some sudden rain- 
storm had worn the gravelled alleys into many a deep chan- 
nel ; and the thrift bordering their edges had risen into green 
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mounds, for want of restraining culture. The rich cania» 
tions, having multiplied their spiky shoots into countless 
tangles, lay with their bursting flowers glowing upon the 
earfii, in neglected fragrance ; — thet matted honey-suckles 
had barred the entrance of the bosquet even to the roving 
bee ; — ^and the flowers of the scarlet bergamot shone in 
bushy clusters, too bright to look upon, almost too sweet to 
endure. 

As we wound our way through the entangled branches of * 
the shadowy walks, my ancient companion appeared absorbed 
in painful reminiscences ; and, at length, as he unbarred a 
small marble bath-room, I observed that he stooped to sweep 
the dust from the rich tesselated pavement, merely to con- 
ceal the emotion that twinkled in his eyes. The conscious- 
ness of this circumstance repressed the inquiry that rose to 
my lips, of why had he abandoned so sweet a spot to ruin 
and neglect ; as well as of what nature were the family 
afflictions, of which the remembrance appeared so grievous 
to his mind ; — and, in order to relieve him from my observa- 
tion, [ affected to occupy myself with intently regarding the 
balconies of the mansion I noticed that the upper range 
of windows remained unclosed ; and the old man having 
followed the direction of my glance, suddenly left me, and 
re-entered the house. Shortly afterward, I perceived him 
busied in closing the window-shuiters above. 

I can scarcely describe the sensation of loneliness that 
took possession of my mind during his absence. It was a 
istill day — not a being, not a breath, not an insect was stir- 
ring around me ! The unnatural repose of the spot had 
scared away the very tenants of the air ; and not a bird had 
hung its. tiny home among the thick, heavy branches. The 
social sparrow shunned so deep a seclusion ; and the air of 
an inhabited city was not sufficiently pure to tempt the 
•* martlet'* to hang its " procreant cradle" in the " coignes 
of 'vantage" around me. My breath came short as I gazed 
upon the high gloomy walls by which I was isolated into 
loneliness, even in the midst of a populous town ; and nay 
apprehension of an adventure only subsided when the me- 
lancholy old domestic returned, and I had no longer a pretext 
for loitering . But although I felt myself compelled to retire, 
after an expression of polite acknowledgment, I was unable 
to drive from my thoughts, on my return to " mine inn," 
tlie recollection of the ruinous Hotel St. Aldegonde, and of 



its antiquated inhabitant. At night, the same images^the 
lonely garden-ground — ^the dark, comfortless, yet splendid 
mansion — haunted my unquiet dreams. When I rose in the 
morning, I could not, however, determine myself to que^ion 
my flippant hostess on the subject ; for to refer to the scene 
into which I had intruded, appeared like breaking the con- 
fidence reposed in me. deeply did I regret that I had not 
pressed my researches of the preceding day more absolutely 
to my satisfaction. I had caught a glimpse of a vast saloon, 
with gilded chairs, and panelled pictures, and << sich auld 
warld gear." Would it be impossible to return, and pene- 
trate into the old dwelling and its mysteries ? 

The morning passed in irresolution. The evening came— 
and at night I was to depart on my journey. One single 
inquiry of those around would have settled the business at 
once ; and by disclosing a secret, which was one only to 
myself as a stranger in the town, would have rescued me 

from the horrors of But I must proceed regularly with 

my story. 

I reached the gloomy street, just as the old man sallied 
forth in an opposite direction. The external gate could 
easily be unbolted from without ; and once morel hurriedly 
traversed the court-yard, and rang at the rusty bell. Harsh 
and hollow was the echo within ; and presently the head of 
a withered crone peeped from forth the only unshuttered 
window, and demanded my business. I replied, that I was 
the stranger who had been so courteously welcomed by her 
husband the preceding day ; and that having dropped a, 
memorandum from my pocket-book, in the garden, I was 
anxious to recover it. 

"He was crazed to admit thee, methinks," said the wo- 
man ; " and I were nothing less myself, to venture a second 
time." 

" Nay," said I, " surely, I wear no very formidable appear- 
j^nce ; and I am willing to acknowledge your trouble." 

So saying, I advanced to the window, and tendered her a 
gold Napoleon ; upon which she disappeared, and in the 
course of a few minutes, I found myself standing once more 
within the vast and dingy hall. The old concierge requested 
me to wait while she fetched the keys of the garden en- 
trance ; and she ushered me, for that purpose, into a saloon, 
that proved scarcely less vast or less imposing than the ves- 
tibule. She fidgeted about, however, instead of going on 



304 ' THE DEfldBSTSD H0t8S» 

her errand ; and seemed uneasy at the prospect of leaving 
ine alone. Just as she reached the door, she returned to 
reiterate her inquiries as to my identity with the visiter of 
thoi^day before. I was proceeding to satisfy her mistrust 
with a repetition of my twice-told tale, when I perceived that 
her attention was arrested by spme object near me. Her 
eyes assumed an expression of alarm and disgust, and she 
made eager signs to some person to retire. Her evident 
terror infected me more than I can tell ; and I scarcely 
dared turn round my head, to assure myself, through the twi- 
light, by whom we were approached so stealthily. Slowly 
i^nd tremblingly, I ventured at length to turn my eyes ; and 
close to me, almost touching myface, there appeared, as I 

stood petrified with horror, a human ! No, I cannot, I 

dare not describe it — it is too dreadful ! 

Yet how absurd that the mere remembrance Should op- 
press me thus — ^here, in another country, and after the lapse 
of twelve months. It was a loathsome human figure — ^half 
naked, with matted, unshorn hair ;-^the idiot eyes rolling 
hideously — the leatliern cheeks puckered into a chuckling 
grin — ^the tongue lolling to one side of the open mouth — and 
long, shapeless ears, completing the animal physiognomy of 
the wretched outcast of human nature \ 

I sprang to the open door, and through the entrance, 
before the unhappy being could direct its misshapen limbs 
towards me. I remember stumbling, in the gateway, against 
the astonished keeper of the deserted mansion and its mise- 
rable tenant ; and I have never since heard mention of the 
unfortunate family of, St. Aldegonde, and of its Idiot Hekry 
without recalling his apostrophe — *'Helas ! ih ont ^prouvi 
de grands malheurs /'' 



THE LAST DAY OF THE YEAR IX 
VIEJTirA. 



No, lago ! 
I'll see before I dottbt ;-~w>heii I doubt, — prove ; • 
And on that proof, there is no more but this — 
Away at oncc^with love or jealousy ! Othello. - 

To "welcome the coming, speed the parting guest," is 
so universal an instinct among the human race, that it leads 
us to rejoice over the loss of an integral portion of our very 
existence, and to hail with joy the dawning sun of a new 
year ; forgetful that its main object is to light the pilgrims 
of the earth "their way to dusty death." 

In London, thanks to Parliament and fox-hunters, who 
have introduced a new style into the fashionable calendar. 
New Year's Day is left to mere plebeian celebration ; but 
on the continent, it still remains the first signal for social 
intercourse, — the harbinger of the gayeties of the Carnival, 
— the rallying point for dismembered families. Under its 
iTfiagnetic influence, — the absent return, the frugal wax gene- 
rous ; — the reserved open their hearts, — and tutti qttanii — 
their houses ! Wo to the female form which does not on 
that day prove the powers of some new adornment ; — and 
wo to the soupirant who neglects the occasion of doing 
rich and fitting homage toils antecedent attractions! L'aini 
de la maison who wishes to secure himself an appetizing 
perspective of future dinners, must not omit to repay the 
luxuries of the past by an a compte of sugar-plums and gill^ 
paper on the eventful day "a Strenna consacri ;^^ and the 
^* step-dames and dowagers, who witiier out a young man^^- 
revenue" by their obstinate adherence to the possession of 
many happy new years, must be duly propitiated by liberal 
.sacrifices on the very altar which renders their worshi^^ 
hateful. 

I have more than once witnessed tlie excitemeiA \iroduce(t 
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in France by the arrival of le jour des etrennes, I have 
seen elderly gentlemen in full costume, — buckles, silk stock- 
ings, and pig-tails, — simper the live-long day from house to 
house, with the cornel et compliment damage. I have seen 
bonbons distributed in the service, and under the iufluence 
of every passion ; for love, vanity, and amt>ition contribute 
in equal shares to the dibit of the JRtee des Lombards. Naj, 
it is said that diablotins to the wife of *^ mon cluf^'* and 
Polichinelles ^ sucre to the progeny of ^^ notre digne pro- 
tecteur^^^ have been a source of advancement to more than 
one member of the bureaucratie de Paris. 

But the acknowledged, the almost boasted levity of the 
French character, renders these inconsistencies a matter of 
little marvel. Among the Germans, — the sober, undemon- 
strative, deliberate Germans, — I was surprised to find the 
Neu Jahr a festival of equal importance, and commemo- 
rated with almost equal frivolity. Anxious to note every 
variation of popular character, I mingled on the last day of 
the year with the idlers of the Graben ; which is the Bond- 
street or Rue Vivienne of Vienna. 

What cheerful faces met me at every step 1 What a gay 
appearance every shop had assumed to entice the wary and to 
ruin the generous ! The porcelain, rivalling that of Sevres, 
— the miHinery affecting to be an importation from the banks 
of the Seine, — the varnished wares of Nuremberg, — the deli- 
cate carvings of Berchtolsgaden, — the lackered saints of 
Augsburg, enchased in filagree, — put forth in turn their 
daintiest allurements. It appeared, however, to my casual, 
observation, that the character of the purchasers, — of the 
frequenters of the galanterfe shops, difiered materially from 
that of the courevrs des boutiques in Paris. There is more 
frankness, more simple, plain-dealing worthiness, — more 
toyati^^, about an untra veiled German, than I have found in 
the native of any other continental country ; and the spirit 
vhich dictated such purchases as fell under my observatioB 
was, without exception, that of affectionate good-will. The 
utility of the objects selected, — the taste of the intended 
|)ossessor, were consulted in preference to that passion for dis- 
play which is so generally- actuating a motive with the French. 

I will not certify, however, that coloured paper and gild- 
i«gi — or-moulu and mother-of-pearl — wreaths of Lilliputian 
roses, — comestibles of papier-mache — and fruit of plaster 
of Faris, not intended to be mach6 at all,— had not their 
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share of amateurs. But the crowd was more than equally 
distributed in the Niederlagen of the venders of Meerschaum 
pipes, whose transient and dazzling brightness might still 
farther tax the well-worn simile of maiden fame ; where the 
rich amber tubes, studded with blue enamel, afford objects 
of no niggardly interest Bohemian pearls, whose size and 
lastre compensate for their want of oriental regularity, — 
garnets from the same rich land, — opals, chrysophrases and 
turquoises from Hungary, as well as the glittering topazes 
of Silesia, were not loss in request. The eternal almanacks 
of every literary city or village of the empire {pu diahle, les 
helles lettres vantelles se nicher ?) — Uranias, Mnemosynes, 
Auroras, appeared to attract only the petite-maitresse and 
the sentimental university student ; while the painted 
cards exhibited in thousands in the same shops, whose trans- 
]>ositions usually illuiiitrate some far-fetched specimen of 
German pleasantry, afford a cheap resource to those econo- 
mists whose friends are enriched with a numerous offspring. 
To myself, as a stranger in the land, the purchasers them- 
selves were objects of stronger interest than those articles 
heaped before them on the counters. On that day, all ranks 
became inevitably united The high and puissant Princess 
of Hungary, preceded by a gorgeous Heiduke, descends 
from a splendid carriage of which the coachman is enveloped 
in the richest furs of Siberia, and the hussar behind is glit- 
tering with embroidery, atlhe door of the same warehouse 
to which the simple Bauer-madcJten, — the peasant girl of the 
Wiener-wald^ clad in an ample scarlet petticoat and tower- 
ing gold cap, brings her well-hoarded florin. In the strife 
between extortion and frugality, you hes^r the guiturn] patois 
of the Vorstadt contrasted with the mincing affectation of 
the Saxon dialect ; nay — for Austria extends her " leaden 
mace" over many tongues and many nations, — you may 
bear on one side the softest accents of the lingua Toscana^ 
and on the other the less polished, but equally tnusical lan- 
guage of Sclavonia. The dark-browed Jew in his furry 
tunic, apparently escaped from one of Rembrandt's pictures, 
mingles with the excited crowd in hopes of securing a bar- 
gain ! — the Greek's high cap is seen above the sea of heads ; 
and the scowling Turk turns hastily away as the plan of 
Navarm greets him among the splendid engravings in Arta- 
ria's window. There, too, stands the chartered mendicant, 
— the wild Slowak from the mountains, with his coarse but 
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picluiesque white woollen draperies, and bis long mat- 
ted hair escaping from under his broad-flapped bat ; who, 
despite his wretchedness, looks down with scorn upon the 
ragged Tzigknj^ the Paria of Hungary, whose appeal to 
the charity of passengers is as loud and fervent as starva- 
tion can make it. 

These, however, are ftjects which may be found on the 
same spot every day in the year ; it is only on the last^ that 
a spirit of universal animation sparkles upon every counte- 
nance, and heightens every voice into exclamation. The 
murmur of the crowded street deepens till it resembles the 
roar of a stormy sea ; and the loud laugh of the merry girl 
who is coaxing a parsimonious grandmother at my side, be- 
comes lost in the general confusion. To escape from the 
din of the motley throng, I direct my steps towards the now 
deserted bastions. 

How unexpected — how glorious a spectacle greets me on 
my ascent ! The last sun of 1 827 is setting clear, and bril- 
liant, and magnificent, as a king who abdicates his throne in 
the splendour of his pride. The Vienne is pouring its tribu- 
tary waters into the Danube like a stream of radiant lava. 
The cupola of St. Carl looks like a crown of glory ». and the 
numerous spires of the Vorstadt seem tipped with fire. Be- 
yond, the distant mountains recedmg far in the horizon, 
appear obscured by a veil of gold ; and^ over all, the glow- 
ing sky shines as though half its secret glories were revealed 
for a moment ! 

But those mountains, melting in the clouds, — that mighty 
stream, which flows at their feet, — yonder bysy crowd,, 
stretching far away in the distance, — they are not of my 
country — they are not of my race ! Their waters are waters? 
of bitterness to me ; and ^* I have no part in them or theirs." 
But why should I speak of this ? — To-day is a season of 
rejoicing ; and those who have words of grief or wisdom to 
unfold, must render them with a stiU small voicCf or defer 
them for a time, — aujour, lejcur! 



It was early on the last day of the year 1811, that FloriaOf 

the head-gardener of Count Wenceslas von L , took his 

way along the Herrnals road towards the suburbs of Vienna 
Among all the countless hearts beating that day wkh joyous 
emotions, none probably out-passed the sanguine buoyancy 
of his ; — throughout the city and the country side — ^firom the 
days of the first Adam to. the last Abercrombie, so happy or 
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50 complete a gardener had never brandished a spade. He 
was about to claim the hand of his betrothed love from a 
father who regarded him with more than parental favour ; 
under the sanction of his own immediate lord and patron, 
who was both willing and able to render him a suitable 
auitor to the gentle Lena — her sufficient dowry and sur- 
passing loveliness duly considered. 

Bartolomaus^ her worthy father, had officiated as hoUse- 
€teward in the family of the Count Wenceslas, during the 
period that Florian's sainted sire had borne the blushing 
honours of his head-gardenership ; and with a forecast 
worthy the founders of a dynasty, these co-mates and bro- 
thers in servitude bad projected an alliance between two little 
chubby, blue-eyed beings, whose births had been simulta* 
neously illustrative of their conjugal happiness. FJorian 
and Lena were nurtored in the same cradle ; for it was a 
professional axiom with one father, and a moral one with 
the other, that 

Just as the twig is bent tiie treo^s incliccd. 

It is seldom that the course of a betrothment or manage 
de canvenance^t is distinguished by its smoothness, however 
remotely akin to that of true love^ which is proverbially said 
to prove so rough a current. But Lena seemed born to 
realize some vision of perfect serenity — perfect joy — perfbct 
loveliness, and perfect love ; to form a living illustration of 
all that is sweetest and best in the ideal of her sex ; and she 
not only grew toi)e the pride and delight both of her father^ 
and father-in-law, but to be the crowning rose of her affi- 
anced bridegroom's florescent affections. " For several 
virtues had he liked several women ;'' but in his own sweet 
Lena he beheld united the charms" of every creature's best." 

The count, meanwhile, who was one of those gracious 
specimens of single-hearted and cordial goodness, by no 
means unfrequent among the denser masses of mortality 
which cumber the earth eastward of the Rhine, was neither 
ignorant nor unmindful of the matrimonial preliminarie& 
existing between his ex-gardener and ex-tnaUre d'hotel ; and 
Florian had 'been successively promoted through all the 
various grades of his vocation in the immediate service of 
Craf Wenceslas von L . He had commenced his hor- 
ticultural studies by sweeping the gravel with a besom that 
18* 
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measured thrice his own altittide, and he was now the chief 
director of a conservatory, boasting two varieties of Cameila 
Japonica beyond that of the royal and imperial gardens of 
Schonbrunn. It had been pre-arranged that on attaining 
this senior-wranglership of the fioricultural school, Florian, 
with a salary of 600 florins (papier) should be rewarded with 
the resident superintendence of the count's gardens in the 
Vorstadl of Maria Half; and graced in his new Eden with 
the companionship of a fairer Eve, in the person of the 
daughter and heiress of Bartolomaus Korntheuer. He was 
now upon his road to exhibit his brevet of appointment, and 
to adjust the programme of his nuptial ceremonies. 

It was a clear, crisp, sparkling frost ; the early sun 
seemed to reveal a thousand diamonds scattered upon the 
untrodden snow, and the brisk morning air sent forth the 
mantling blood from the warm heart of the young traveller 
to his manly sunbrowned cheeks. A cap of otter-skin was 
gallantly poised among his superabundant curls of brightest 
black ; a trim switch replaced in one hand its accustomed 
pruning knife, while the other balanced a small osier bas- 
ket ; and he whistled as he went, but not for want of thought. 
His reflections were not only manifold, but of the most glee- 
ful character. His success was perfect, his utmost wishes 
on the very eve of accomplishment ; and saving that he could 
have wished his father had survived to witness the maturity 
of his favourite project, he had not a regret to qualify his 
raptures. He prefigured to himself, with self-smiling de- 
light, the eagerness — the bashful eagerness — with which 
Lena would appropriate the new year's bouquet of jonquils, 
and violets^ and myrtle, which he bad so scientifically forced 
into existence for her sake ; and the watery lip with which 
o\i Barth would apply his nasal organ to the musky pippins, 
and melting Butterbimen^ carefully nested amid the moss of 
his little basket* Above all, he anticipated, with rustic 
enthusiasm, the close of the Neu Jakr festival ; when the 
last bone of the Gratz capon fairly polished, and the last 
hrcifpelchen^ or fritter, duly discussed, the little party would 
probably adjourn to the neighbouring Wiener Tkealer^ to 
weep a world of tears over some melodramatic prodigy of 
. pathos. *• 

FefT were the interruptions which retarded the progress 
of his mental speculations. At that early hour, the wander- 
ing feet that crunched along the dazzling snow were few 
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^nd far between. Occasionally, a low -roofed village wagm 
announced itself by the tinkling bells of its drowsy team, 
^hile an infinity of heads peered out from amid the musty 
straw in which their proprietors were snoring away their 
journey. Here and there a female peasant's cap towered 
.beside a diligent donkey ;— over whose tawny back — ^* un- 
kempt — unshorn," a pair of glittering brazen milk-pails 
rivalled the briiliancy of their young mistress's coiffure. 
But for many and many a pace, young Florian remained 
undisputed king of the causeway ; as he passed the lierrnals 
outworks, the excise deputy's deputy, who peered into his 
little basket, had but one eye open ; every green shutter of 
every suburb habitation was closed in oblivion ; and the un- 
broken icicles of the night still hung their pendant shapeless- 
ness undisturbed from the lintels of every inhospitable door. 

'^ And yet," thought Florian, as he attained the A]ser- 
Vorstadt, — " and yet I must not present myself at Lena's 
bre^kfast-tabie till I have rid myself of travel-stains and of 
last night's growth of beard ;— and not a bouse of enter- 
tainment is open !" Then checking his steps before a door 
over which dangled an annunciatory bell of pine-leaves, he 
sat himself down on a stone bench beneath its archway, to 
await the inclosing of the Bierhaua^ nor were the reflections 
of the renowned Perrette over her milk-pail, more discur- 
sive or more consolatory, than were those of the enamoured 
gardener over his ppmaceous basket. — 

*^ Lavie /" quoth Werther, '* qu^esi ce qtie la vie /"'— 

^^ A series of overwrought expectations and withered 
hopes !" replies the hoarse croak of Experience. 

His coiltemplative abstraction had not endured for many 
minutes, when the hissing of the snow announced the ap-' 
proach of a schlitten; and in another moment a hackney 
sledge skimmed towards him, drawn by a meagre horse with 
three legs and one eye, decorated with a head-piece of blue- 
feathers and housings, covered with grelots^ and advancing 
according to the chartered shamble of the hackney-coach; • 
^^which would appear to be regulated by pne universal tariff 
from the Strand of the Thames, to the Kohlmarket of the 
Danube. But Florian noted neither the plumed steed nor 
the crazy vehicle ; in that passing moment, he had plainly 
discerned through the open window, the gray head of Barto- 
lomaus, — and the muffled figure of his daughter! — . 

'^ What business had they there at sacti a time ?" 
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InstantaneouBly rising to follow the deliberate pace of the 
riedge, Florian beheld its sudden pause near the end of the 
street. The creaking step was jerked down by the driver, 
who, without reoioving the pipe from his taciturn lips, re- 
ceived his due appointment of ragged paper florins into a 
hand ^ begrimed and black as his own face ;" and Bartolo- 
maus having with infinite care and tenderness assisted a 
Yeiled female to descend, the rattling sckikten drove off, and 
its ejected tenants at will passed on. But whither ? — F)o- 
nan resolved to watch their further movements from some 
sunning ambuscade. The hour was strange* and the where- 
about inexplicable throi^h any preconceived knowledge of 
their habits and connexions. The female,— or surely I may 
say young Lena — for he had distinctly recognised her favour- 
ite mantle of myrtle green, the selection of which he had 
originally attributed to some horticultural preference, — Lena 
then, was manifestly agitated, encumbered, and reluctant : 
leaning for support upon the tremulous arm of old Bartfa, 
and seeking encouragement from his still more tremulous 
Toice. They had reached the end of the Alser Gasse, and 
stood together on the verge of a small waste plot of ground 
adjoining the Allgemeine Krankenhausy or general hospital ; 
Ivhile Florian's breath 'was choked within his heaving bosom 
oy consternation and affright ; — a horrible presentiment 
already forewarned him of the event. 

The unsuspecting pair, meanwhile, who remained uncon- 
tscious of the prying eyes fixed upon their measures, now 
parted in evident distress of mind. The trembling old man 
paused for a moment, slowly uncovering his thin gray hairs, 
as if in devotional supplication ; — while the female — but say 
no more that it was Lena, — not Florian's Lena, — not Flo- 
rian's hride^ — betraying at every step that the favourite 
mantle "of green, was all too scant," took her falterin|D^ 
way towards a solitary and half-open door ! — a door known 
\6 every inhabitant of Vienna as the ignominious access to 
an acknowledged temple of shame ! The beaded dews rose 
upon Florian's clammy forehead as she passed the threshold : 
a sound as of rushing waters murmured around him ; his 
knocking knees, reft of all power, refused to support hioiy 

And his ears tingled, and his eolour fled ! 

Lena had sought refuge from her infamy in the KaUerHche^- 
JtonigUcke^'Gebar Haus ! ! 
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I give the name at full length, aot from any participation 
in Dr. Primrose's polysyllabic predilections, but in the trust 
of heightening the mystery of my tale to an untravelled, 
reader or two, and of enabling myself to assume the imper- 
tinent privilege of explanation. The " Royal and Imperial 
Gehdr Hausy^ then, is that portion of the civil hospital 
dedicated by the compassionate Joseph, — second Austrian" 
Emperor of that name, — to the fair and frail among his sub- 
jects ; for although the honest matron is equally tended 
within its wards, yet its chief distinction consists in a certain 
door, open by day and by night, in order that the nameless 
child of shame may be introduced to the light of a con* 
temptuous world in unsuspected security. Under the influ- 
ence of such an institution, infanticide has become an obso- 
lete enormity ; and as no further disclosure is required from 
the veiled female on her entrance than to deposite a sealed 
pap^ containing her name, which is opened only in case of 
her decease, many a penitent has been thus rescued from 
the hardening loss of reputation, and encouraged to the- 
fulfilment of that merciful precept of the Scriptures, to— 
"Go! and sin no more!" Whether the facilities thus 
afforded tend towards the increase or diminution of crime, I 
leave to the decision of the learned in legislation. 

. But my hero I cannot so freely abandon : I will not even 
leave him to the agonies of his own wounded spirit. His- 
first furious instigation was to follow the gray-headed father, 
and to tear the secret out of his heart ; his next was to fly 
to Maria Hiilf, — ^to satisfy himself as to the identity of his 
vision, — to assure his better judgment that Satan had not 
played some scene of excellent dissembling to excite him to 
frenzy, — and then — what then ? — Alas ! he looked na 
"further. — Time and place, — heart, soul, and fortune were 
atoms merged in the dark abyss of his fatal destiny ! 

With the unconscious speed of a madman, therefore, he 
traversed the Josephstadt; and reached that well-known 
abode, at the sight of which his bosom had often throbbed 
with an eager pulse, but never with the vehement and gasp- 
ing irregularity that stirred it now. A hasty twang of the 
bell brought down the trim waiting-woman, who plied her 
• universal labours in the solitary representation of the house- 
hold of the venerable Barth ; but cautiously retaining in her 
hand the half-open door, Lischen proceeded to acquaint the 
premature visiter that her master and the Fraulein could nat 
at present be disturbed^ 
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**But by me, Lischeny— by me? — Hate you forgotten 



me 



?" 



" By no means, Herr Florian ; but they, — that is, my 
young mistress, and my old master, — they are — ahready out. 
Early mass, — morning sun, — Schneebahn tempting for a 
walk," stammered the disconcerted damsel most uncon- 
nectedly. 

" Curse on tbsm— on thee — on the whole earth I" ejacu- 
lated the now desperate Florian, hastening &om the door, — 
and becoming conscious, for the first time, how mighty a 
wilderness that earth becomes to the unhappy. The last 
glimmering of hope had withdrawn itself from the darkness 
of his soul ; leaving thete the horrible conviction of Lena's 
perfidy, of Lena's crime ; — she was equally lostto Heaven, 
to him, and to herself! — He resolved to visit his beneficent 
master, and unburthen his afflictions in seeking counsels 
from the Count von L — , and as he trod along the crisp 
Sehneehakn^ it seemed as though the stony Commendatore 
of Giovanni's fable were stalking through the glittering frost. 

And fortune, or rather ill fortune, favoured his intempe- 
ranee of mood. As he reached the church of Maria Hiilf,* 
a thin, high-dried specimen of maiden precision, flitted 
down tlie holy steps, piercing and sharp as the north-easter 
which seemed inclined to paint not the lily but the rose of 
her acute nasal angle. 

" Florian, alas ! my friend, Florian I" she exclaimed, 
drawing up her withered anatomy, and shaking her ominous 
head. << I see my apprehensions confirmed by your looks — 
Oweh! Oweh! Tt is then all true !" 

" What is true ?" muttered the miserable gardenert kind- 
ling at the word. " Show me, — tell me what is true, — ^for I 
see nothing but falsehood and shame throughout the world — 
nothing, Fraulein Franzchen, but lying and disgrace.'* 

The ancient damsel's head redoubled its Mandarin-move- 
ment, and was shaken in double time. " In your unfortu- 
nate case," she b%a.n, — but Florian, for once unmiiylful of 
the courtesy, claimM by age and sex, roughly seized her 
-arm. '"** '. ^ 

" What case, woman ! speak out — no insinuations ! — ^you 
love a tale of evil, of irailty— of human suffering ; — speak 
out — ^indulge your taste, and for once blamelessly." 

** My worthy Florian, my esteemed friend, you compromise 
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zne by this publicity ; my humble dwelling is at hand, and a 
fitter spot for the explanation." 

Acquiescent, in spite of his irritation, Florian readily ac- 
companied the tall, rigid spinster, whom he knew to be the head 
and front of suburb scandal. He sat himself down mechani- 
cally beside her hollow stove, which was 60° below the 
temperature of his own frame, and remained unconscious of 
the slender glass of sparkling Kirschbranntweiu, which she 
considerately placed at his elbow. 

"Weill" said he, at length turning his marble look of 
anguish upon the expectant Franzchen, and unable to utter 
another word. But the experienced gossip knew better 
than to open her evidence on so general a hint ; she chose 
to be interrogated, and that by a leading question. 

" Well !" she re-echoed, in a more subdued murmur. 

" Franzchen," said Florian, in a voice equally low, but 
terribly and deliberately distinct, " you called me here to 
listen to some announcement, — some history touching my- 
self or others who have been dear to me. I am not to be 
trifled with — the tumult of a possessing devil is in my heait 
* — rouse it not, woman ! — provoke me not — or by that de- 
mon's inspirations, I will tear the words from your pestilent 
throat!" 

The amazed Fraulein, who had neitlier seen Othello, nor 
been personally instigatory in the course of her prolonged 
existence of the fantastic tricks of the green-eyed monster, 
was now in an agony of trepidation. Like another rash 
philosopher, her experiments had brought down a fatal flash 
upon her own industrious head. A death-like paleness 
overs|>read even her nose ; but she was aware that an un- 
qualified and unhesitating confession was the easiest mode 
of liberating herself from the fury of her frenetic visiter. 

" Story — God bless you, I have none to tell. Sir," shft 
replied. " But I own I was stupid enough to attribute your 
disordered looks to the frequency of the young Count vot 

L 's visits to a mansion in this neighbourhood. To hi 

smre, our friend Barth was an ancient servitor in his father^s 
household at^the time of his birth; but what with Lena's 
beauty, and Bartolomaus's dunderheadedness, it must be 
eonfessed that it has an ill look to see. him come skulkini^ 
to their door at nightfall ; — and as to the length o^the visit — 
umph !" 

<' Stockfisci i** shouted Florian, a^^ain laying anungtutle 
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hand upon her skinny arm. " Is this thing true ? — have yoQ 
seen it with your eyes ? — will you swear it with your lips ?" 
"I have, — I will — ^I do!" answered Franzchen, in a 
** quaver of consternation :" and at that moment she would 
have sworn to the authenticity of the Koran, or the Talmud, 
or even of the still m(»e mendacious inventions of her sister- 
libellists of the suburb. A sound rather resembling the bay 
of a wolf than a human voice, was Florian's sole commen- 
tation. He struck his otter skin cap more firmly on his 
head, — ^rushed from the house, from the street, and was out 
of sight 4n a moment ; and Fra^zchen blessed herself, and 
breaSied again ; — ^she was conscious that neither 

Poppy nor mandragora. 
Nor all the drowsy syrups of th« east 
Would ever med'cine him 

to'that calm contentment of soul which had been troubled by 
her malice ; — ^yet she blessed herself, with Pharisaical self- 
gratulation! 

It was several hours after the first ebullition of Florian's 
indignation, that he was admitted to the presence of Count 
Wenscelas, his worthy master ; to give in his resignation of 
the horticultural premiership, and tell his story, " out of the 
Ikce." A propitious moment had been assigned for his au- 
dience ; the count was sipping a most aromatic cup of 
eofiee, after a dinner which the Almanack des Gourmands 
might have recorded for the advantage of the gastronomic 
fraction of posterity. The old gentleman was subdued into 
the gentle serenity of repletion ; and he listened to Fim-ian's 
tale of wo, as silently attentive as a certain officer of a cer- 
tain house, — whose title is that of speaker, and whoso duty 
that of auditor. 

" Were your tale only improbable," he observed, on the 
termination of his gardener's recapitulation of grievances, 
" I would willingly oblige you by giving it credence ; but 
circumstances, Florian, — circumstances as painful to me as 
your groundless suspicions to yourself, prove your whole 
relation to proceed from some mental delusion. HeaTen 
forbid that I should partially advocate the innocence of my 
son ; I believe him — I know him to be capable of actions 
no less flagrant than that set forth by your accusation ; but 
whatever be the degree of Lena Korntheur^'s criminality. 
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JWilisfy yourself that the young Count Von L is wholly 

guiltless of sharing in her fault. — My son is at Paris, Floriatt. 
The emperor, by way of retribution for my opposition in 
council to that article of the treaty of Vienna which forced 
our young princess into the embraces of a usurper, of one 
who has mocked our holy faith by putting away privily a 
blameless and loving wife, the emperor has been pleased to 
honour Count Friedrich with an appointment in the house* 
hold of Maria Louisa." 

** He may have returned in secret to Vienna, gracious Sir, 
for the purpose of visiting his paramour/' 

"Giving all due preponderance to our pretty Lena's 
attractions, my good Florian, I rather think not. It is 
scarcely three weeks^ ago, since my son presumed to insult 
me by requiring my consent to his union with a French- 
woman, to whom he has basely and degenerately attached 
himself. He wrote to inform me that his marriage with 
Mademoiselle Valerie de Croy only wanted my sanction— 
his marriage with a member of Napoleon Buonaparte's 
degraded court — his marriage with one whose fatlier and 
whose brothers ravaged his native country with the flaming 
sword of invasion— Aw? nnirriage!*—By ! — 'twas indeed worth 
his pains to seek his old father's consent to such an indignity." 
" Au'i you granted it, gracious Sir ?" hesitated Florian, — 
who saw i*o cause for reprobation in any measure calculated 
to separa. Lena from her supposed lover. 

" I gr inted it, fellow ! — I ? — ;I am a German bom, an 
Austrian bred ; my son shares in the same « advantages of 
birth and education ; and I frankly and simply told him in 
reply, that sooner than suffer them to be dishonoured by his 
marriage with a subject of France, were she of the blood 
royal, I would see him in his death shroud ! I told him his 
father's malediction should attend him to the altar ; and by 
^e great God — his judge and mine — I will disinherit and 
cast him from me for ever, should he persevere in this mad 
project. 

" I would he had been firmer of purpose," thought Flo" 
rian ; *^ it was surely that accursed letter which brought him 
back to his lighter love. — Gracious Sir," he continued aloud, 
" what I I'uve seen, I have seen ; — to that which I have only 
heard I am willing to oppose your lordship's adverse opinion. 
For my own part, desiring no further proof than this morn- 
ing's experience, I crave only your permission that I m?iy 
Vol. n.— 19 
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retuni to Dablenfeld, resume my situation at the castle, and 
learn to forget my past expectations as best I may." 

The count, with a gracious promise to interest himself in 
a personal inquiry touching tlie tarnished fame of the lady 
of Maria Hulf, readily consented to the proposition of his 
unambitious gardener ; and ctisniissed him with the assur- 
ance that his conveyance back to Dahlenleld should be oared 
for on the morrow, in.ihe interim his lordship counseled 
repose — B.nd patience, jt ^ " 

But the *^ young and rose- lipped cherub" seconded not 
the design ; and Florian found himself wandering uncon- 
sciously in the twilight towards the church of St. Carl j to 
kneel for the last time in vesper devotion, on the self-same 
spot where he had trusted to kneel but once more, — and that 
in the joyous exultation oi a bride^foom. Penetrated by 
this softening renieuibrance, he n^used along the aisle to- 
wards the favourite post of the dt^iaded Lena ;— covering 
his face with his hand, to screen s(ime devotional, or per- 
haps some hi. man paroxysm of feeling. Terhaps too, the 
emotion might be contagious or epidemic ; — lor a female 
figure by his side,— bccan.e nt the same moment convulsed 
with sobs ; — the afflicted are mightily sympathetic ! — Flo- 
rian turned involuntar ly towards his lachrymose neighbour ; 
and if his astonishment were great on perceiving her to be 
accompanied by Lena's 1 ischen, it deepened into a mea- 
sureless horror on distinguishing the pale and lovely face 
now turned towards him, — to be that of Lena's self. 

The distracted gardener, however unversed in matron 
casualties, was satisfied that to seek the Vabar-Haus at 
morning-tide, and a damp church at even-song, was little 
less than suicidal improvidence ; and his soul laboured be- 
tween its loathing towards Lena and her crime, and its deep, 
deep tenderness towards Lena and her peril. Nay, when he 
saw her stagger forth, at the close of the service, he could 
not forbear extending for her support that arm which had so 
often sustained her feebleness. " Lena !" he whispered, — 
" it had been bett<^r to seek the forgiveness of thy God in the 
silence of thy chamber." 

" Forgiveness !" rer^lied Lena, in a broken voice, " and for 
what ? — Yes, yes 1 I hnve, indeed, need to pray for Heaven'5 
pardon — but 'tis for thee, — for thine unmanly cruelty of this 
morning, — -not for any fault troubling my own conscience." 

Lischen here interposed a torrent of vituperation, which 
gave leisure to the astonished Florian to regain his breath. 
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*^ I would disbelieve all human evidence, I would disbe- 
lieve the assertion of my own eyesight," he resumed, "sooner 
than wrong thee even in thought. Reply then — Lena ! and 
thine own word shall acquit thee. Whom did thy father 
accompany this morning to the accursed door in the Alser 
Vorstadt ?" 

" Ha !" shrieked the detected frail one, starting from his 
side ; " and thou wert there, — and thou didst attach to thy 
own Lena — to me, to me —that dreadful dishonour ? Fare- 
well, Florian — all is ended ; farewell, Flori in ! — no further 
word shall ever pass between us."' And grasping Lischen's 
arm, and with a speed atnizing to bachelor inexperience, the 
daughter of Bartolom lus vanished into the distance. 

I will pass over three weeks of Florian's agony, — of the 
innumerable professional errors which bore witness to the 
disorder of his intellect ;— preserving only the record of the 
total extermination of a certain fivourite myrtle hedge, the 
destruction of which drew upon his head a remonstrance, 
more nearly approaching to rebuke than any word which 
had hitherto reached his ears on the part of his noble mas- 
ter. Despite his labour of forgetful n ess, despite the vow 
which he renewed daily, hourly, and momently, that he 
would banish the image of Lena from his heart, still her sad, 
pale, tearful face, such as he had seen its gentle soilness in 
the half illumined church of St. Carl, forced itself between 
him and his appointed tasks ; destroyed his sleep — thwarted 
his waking — imbittered his food ; — and wrought upon him 
to exclaim with the Moor, that 

It were better to be much abused 
Than but to know't a little. 

Above all, the sight of infantine loveliness became dis- 
gustful in his eyes ; and since the days of Herod of Jewry, 
the innocents of the earth had never encountered so virulent 
an enemy ! 

But at the close of the month, just as the first golden 
globes of the crocus were peerinvjr up amid theif rigid leaves, 
Florian again traversed the Herrnals road. By the com- 
mand of the Count Von L , he was directing his steps 

towards that summer palace of the suburb of Maria Hiilf, 
of which a modest, hut commodious pavilion had been des- 
jtined to his use as superintendent of the gardens. The 
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Count was again at dinner when he caused his arrival to be 
announced ; but within an hour he was summoned to his 
presence, and discovered that the Grafiicke meal was no 
longer solitary ; on one side sat the young Count Friedrich, 
the vile betrayer — the reprouve ; — on the other, a fair and 
smiling and spotless stranger — a b^ing, whom Florian could 
liken to no living thing, save the white rose of Provence. 
A ber^onnette, wi& silken curtains, was deposited on a table 
by her side. * 

Count Wenceslas filled a glass of Bisamberger to the 
brim, and extended it towards the bewildered gardener. — 
" To the health of my grandson, Florian 1" said he, " to 
whom, in order to repay him for the degradation of having 
seen the light in the Gehar Hausoi the ci^, I have present^ 
this palace — on condition of his retaining you as its guardian 
and keeper during the remainder of your life. At your last 
visit, T little dreamed that the son and daughter whom I had 
threatened with banishment and shame had been driven to 
seek refu^^e under the more hospitable roof-tree of my an- 
cient servant ; — I little knew that the marriage I menaced 
with opposition had already ensured a twelvemonth's happi- 
ness to my Friedrich. We have been all to blame ; — he to 
deceive me, — I to harden my heart against the inclinations 
of an only son, — and you — Florian — yourself, above all, in 
misdoubting the excellence of a pure and worthy heart. — 
This lady," he continued, taking the hand of the young and 
blushing countess within his own, " is the onlyirreproach- 
uble person at present among us ; — unless, indeed, it be a 
fault to possess attractions mightier even than a father's in- 
fluence. And Florian — ^you must kiss this hand in token of 
your humblest gratitude ; for my daughter Valerie has been 
generously employed these three days past in mediating be- 
tween yourself and the indignant Lena." 

" Yes, Florian I" said the blue-eyed stranger, in very 
imperfect German, that seemed sweeter than the broken 
notes of a thrush to Florian's ears ; ^^ it was in her devotion 
to her master's house,— it was in her gentle Inercy towards a 
friendless and sufiering woman, that Lena incurred so vile a 
stigma for my sake. Count Friedrich was away, seeking 
the intervention of his uncle, the Prince, in our favour, when 
my premature trial became the consequence of a long and 
agitated journey. Totally unprepared for the event, and 
hopeless of ever achieving the happiness of my present po- 
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•ition, I insisted, — peevishly perhaps, — but with a stranger's 
inexperience, on profiting by the facilities of the Alser door. 
My father, — my husband — have forgiven me, and you must 
forgive me too, as having been the greatest sufferer from my 
petulance." 

Florian was on his knee before this explanation was con- 
cluded ; and when the silken curtains were withdrawn from 

the little couch of the heir of the house of Von L , he 

gazed upon its tiny features, as upon the most satisfactory 
and sublime spectacle throughout the universe. The sym- 
pathizing Valerie was, however, too considerate to detain 
him. She even offered a few hints and arguments, whereby 
Lena's placability might be the more easily moved in his 
favour ; and I conclude they were effectual,-- for within ano- 
ther month, — ^just when the violet had superseded the golden 
crocus, — the pavilion of Maria Hiilf, newly and fully fur- 
nished for the occasion, resounded with the festivities of 
Florian's bridal ; and not a living soul, unless it were the 
disconcerted Franzchen, pronounced the gentle Lena's par- 
don to have been accorded one hour too soon. Notwith- 
standing the splendour of the trousseau provided by the 
Grafinn Friedrich for her faithful friend, the bride is said to 
have appeared at the altar m a mantl^of myrtle green ; and 
Florian was even heard to implore that it might be carefully 
preserved as an admonitory warning for his future life \ 



,TH£ END. 
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